By June Eckstine 


MY HOUSE 
OF MISERY 


in another man’s arms 
| tried to forget | 
was married because... 
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Men /Sent for This Money. 
Making Outfit FREES 





Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 
ings by taking orders 
for our beautifully- 
Styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure 
suits and skirts for 
women. Many _ hus- 
bands sell suits to 
men, their wives sell 
suits and skirts to 
women... and the 
profits roll in! You 
can too! Outfit con- 
tains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 
tions. 
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See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


“SQQoe 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 
in full or spare time ... as much 
as $30.00 in a day? Then mail 
the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 


fellow-workers. Every man _ prefers better-fitting, 
better-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when 
you show the many beautiful, high quality fab- 


rics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit 
and style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you 
take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit 
in advance on every order, and build up fine perma- 
nent income for yourself in spare or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 





YOUR OWN SUITS 
WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to 
get your own personal suits, top- 
coats, and overcoats without pay- 
ing lc—in addition to your big cash 
earnings. Think of it! Not only do 
we start you on the road to making 
big money, but we also make it 
easy for you to get your own 
clothes without paying one penny. 
No wonder thousands of men write 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don't send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 


opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send you 
this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine fabrics 
and everything else you need to start. You’ll say this is the 
greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush the coupon 


today! 
PIONEER TAILORING CO., Dept. C-1264 
Congress & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. 





! PIONEER TAILORING CO., Dept. C-1264 i 
i Congress & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. I 
! Dear Sir: ! 
| I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR | 
| AND SHOW, without paying lc for it. Rush Valuable | 
i Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 1 
, LUTELY FREE. i 
f ! 
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Breadciotn 
Seat Pane’ 


Lifts From: Here 


@ Split Hip 
@ Waist central 





1430 NW CAHUENGA 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF 


A] 23219 TREAT 
The most famous designer in 
the world created the original 
Now, Frederick's brings you a 
twin at a fraction of the price 
Eight-section cotton broadcloth 
back panel curves and lifts 
satin lastex gives distinct 
derriere definition. 3” cincher 
waistband. Nylon powernet 
controls, lastex front trims 
tummy. Detachable garters 
thigh controlling legbands 
White. Sizes 23” to 30” waist 
$9.99 


8} #3387 THE LIVING END 
Frederick's revolutiomzes the 
girdie with this sensationai 
bottoms-up idea! B-A-R-E in the 
DERRIERE gives flattest of 
tummies and yet pushes up the 

living end" for that feminine 
natural look! Grand for sports 
wear and sheaths. White, Black 


Sizes 23 to 30 inch waist $9.99 


C #3069 FOUR INCHER! 

That's right! This 842” rayon 
satin waist cincher will shave 
4” from your middie. Lightly 
boned throughout. Side hook 
ing, lace-up front. Attachments 
for garters. White. Sizes 24” 
to 32” waist. A steal at this 
low price $3.50 


iy #3396 §=WNIPETTE 
SWEETHEART 
Never before — at such a price 
— such a waist cincher! Nylon 
leno elastic molds to more 
feminine lines. High bodice 
LIFTS bosom to new UP, keeps 
it there. Flexible boning heips 


TAFFETA 


$ 0” 


(Ao... 
FREE 


* rasuious 36 PAGE x" 
WE FASHION CATALOG 
WITH PURCHASE * 
Ts OR SEND 25¢ FOR =: 
WF VEAR'S SUBSCRIPTION * 
Sewitnour PURCHASE! + 


THE 


ORIGINAL 
COST $110! 


beautify from bosom to hips + 
Rayon satin inserts. White * * 4x5 
Waist Sizes 26 to 32 inches Se iin ee, 
5.99 ~ #2473 _Saseesene 
G #3218 PADDED HIP e ~ yh ‘nis 
1ey Creates a waistline! Foam rub Gress sets the scene for. Drap- 
h ber padded power-flex pantie ne one wonders for bust and 
1c girdie with knitted rayon ace Pin accents daring 
ail tate. Add flattering curves that plonge Clinging rayon and 
mask a heavy thigh! Removable acetate crepe. Black, White or 
jou garters. White, Black Coral. Sizes 8 to 18. $19.99 
ics Waist Sizes 22 inch 
- ; 30 inch $6.99 7 #247 aan OEE ; 
tS, #3220 WIDOEN FLATTERY Take @ tip from the gals o 
This girdie hides a mighty sec- the Yukon — slip on a sheath 
rs, ret. Removable foam rubber t"immed with flirtatious rabbit 
ng pads give you that rounded fur. There's nothing smarter to 
’ special inch-wide flatter your legs! Ser and 
en powernet, nanrall band cre: Reet ate at ne uns 
ates curved line at waist Cut 
ib- high up from thigh to prevent ‘Ur. Sizes 8 to 20 $24.99 
showing under the shortest of 1] 
fit soar of shorts. wie or Stack, Mel. #2556 iwoian paimcess 
ou [ Sizes 23” to 30” waist. $6.99 chief, will like the way 
fit | #3277 Two-Tmen 100k in tn iat eine 
la- ney gr DB aa jeweled buttons! Fits beauti 
requests. Miracle under-an et ees — ons 
ounce foam rubber pads fit 
into miraculously shaped pock 
ets on hip and derriere. Feels He’ ae ogee a. 
real. Knitted nylon Powerfiex when he 
Black or White. Waist line! Pert potka dot pattern is 
. is cmmnm | Seka oe 
j y ic . 
is #3052 swore POINT ae 4 y oF pd 
Perfect sweater bra! Points up Whit eo a Rieck. Size 
ful bosom gloriously! Youthful sup-  pvhite; ,White on Black. Sores 
ou port and comfort gesured by Oo . 
finest satin lastex. Sheer nyion 
cs marquisette at top of bust #2219 hype THREAT 
. Peek-a-boo straps for cleavage Slip into this checked cutie 
h with the secret collars! Adjusts 
e interest. Notice specially de 
signed low back White only to Mandarin, Peter Pan or 
yn . Johnny style. Arnel and Cotton 7 r 
Sizes 32-36A, 32-388 
34 to 40C cup $3.99 — drips dry in a wink. Black, T 
Rose, Lilac, Green, all with 3 STYLES 
Sizes 34 to 400 $5.00 
White. Sizes 8to 16. $9.99 IN ONE! 
#144 «BETTER HALF 
Only the French would invent 
a bra that only your underbust A 
is covered. Smali busted wom % 
en get terrific uplift with satin a 
undercups that are lightly 4 NOW FROM om me eee em me 
= boned. Wide shoulder straps DEPT NO 3803 


accommodate plunged neck- AToo © 1960 
lines and decoliete fashions 
Biack, White. Sizes 32 to ~ 


Fits A or B Cup 


| | #2102 MERMAID DATE 

You're sheathed in acetate 
taffeta that snug fits to mer 
maid fiounce, then fiares glam 
ourously. V neck rides rim of 
the shoulders then piunges to 
bust separation. Biack, Rose, 
Turquoise. Sizes 7 to 15. 10 
to 20 $10.99 


Bcd #2375 COTTON CAPER 
Pull the coolest caper in the 
cuddie field — “cop” off this 
eg) $s flattery bargain in 
jovely cotton lace over intri- 
PADDED es rustling, acetate taffeta 
aths you like magic. White, 


Pink. 8 
HIP & SEAT Bleck, Aqua, Pink. Sizes 8 to 


1430 W. CAHUENGA 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF 


Please send the following styles: (ORDER BY = NUMBER) 
STYLE NO | QUANTITY size tr COLOR | 2nd COLOR PRICE 
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[] SEND FREE CATALOG (with my purchase) 
ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 35c Postage) 

] SEND C O.0[NO C.0.0.'s without depesit ef $1.00 each item 
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MILLIONS USE IT 
BY THE BILLIONS 





WORN INTERNALLY... 
IT’S THE MODERN WAY 


Prererrsp...because nothing can 
show, no one can know. 
PREPERRED...because there’s no 
chafing, no odor. 
PREPERReD...because it’s so dainty 
to change, dispose of. 

Tampax® internal sanitary protection 
comes in Regular, Super and Junior 
absorbencies, wherever drug products 
are available. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Massachusetts. 
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JOHN H. JOHNSON 
Editor and Publisher 
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yx STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
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yy SPECIAL FEATURES 


EE eee By Mrs. Redd Foxx 
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Wheat Makes A Bad Girl... ... 2... cc cccccccccccccs By Ann Perkins 


~~ DEPARTMENTS 
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Cover Photo of Sylvia Gomez 
By G. Marshall Wilson 


| 
| 
! 
| 
| 
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| Tan’s March cover girl is 19-year- 

old Sylvia Gomez, a native of Bridge- 
_ port, Conn., who now works in New 
. York City as an advertising secretary. 
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| TAN is published my Bh yohease ADgeles office Co., Inc., 1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois. New York 
ces at 1127 Wilshire Reatovers. Entered as second class matter at — 


offices at 55 West = 
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or part hibited without per All ipts be by 
sel P return postage. The I no r 1 for return unsolicited manu- 
teen: Names of persons or business firms in all stories are not actual and all names of people, if of li 5 
are purely tal. Photos are models who are not actually involved in any of the stories. SU! IPTION 
RATES: In the Uni States, its Possessions, and ja, one ye 50; two years $4 y $5.50; four 
years $7.00. All other countries, $5.00 per year. Se OF ADDRESS lh, wot notice —— Sean eee possible 
please furnish stencil-impression address from a recent Address chang: an be made only send us your 
old as well as your new address. Write to TAN. FE ora Bay 1820 South Michigan Avense. Chicago ".& Yitinots, 
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I have been reading TAN Magazine for seven 
years, and I wouldn’t trade it for any other 
magazine on the newsstands. It’s the best. 

I enjoyed reading “Betrayed In My Shame,” 
in the November issue. Jeanie was very young 
as she fought the bitter battle of fear. She 
asked God to help her, and God gave her cour- 
age to tell the truth. Double thanks to you 
for publishing such an interesting story. 

Please keep up the good work. 

Gussie Riggs 
Shreveport, La. 





I am a regular reader of TAN for almost one 
year, and I think it’s one of the best mag- 
azines out. This is my first time writing. I 
enjoy the stories so very much. I feel that they 
help to make your magazine outstanding. 

Mrs. Lobelie Smith 
Montgomery, Ala. 


Of all the magazines I read dealing with 
love, I think TAN is the greatest, and I enjoy it 
the most. I read a copy of this wonderful 
magazine each month. The stories are great, 
and I equally enjoy reading each one. 

Please keep up the good work! 

Claudette J. Richards 
London, England 


I have been a constant reader of the famous 
Tan Magazine for quite a while now, and 
think it one of America’s tops. I really do dig 
those stories. 

This is my second time writing to you, but 
I’ve just finished reading “The Wages Of Sin,” 
in the September issue, and I think this story 
is one of the best. I can assure you that it has 
taught someone a lesson, or it has changed 
someone’s views towards life. That story did 
touch me. 

Do write some more of this sort, and keep 


up the good work. 
Nurse B. Campbell 
London, England 


I have just completed reading the September 
issue of TAN Magazine and I was very happy 
to read some of the most interesting articles. 
This is one of the best magazines that | have 
ever read. It is a welcome sight to see this fine 
magazine on sale here in the Hawaiian Islands. 

I was very glad to read your article on 
“How Sexy Should A Nice Girl Be?” I agree 
with author Lee Graham on his conclusion 
about the different ways a woman can make 
herself appeal to the man of her choice. 

Sgt. Samuel L. Murff 
c/o FPO, San Francisco 








Mrs. Carrie Rencher shown at 
the foot of the lovely staircase 
in her California home. 










Gracious Los Angeles mansion 
owned by Mrs. Carrie Rencher 
for the past seven years. 





Vaseline 





WHITE PETROLEUM JELU’ 
TRADE MARK ® 


PETROLEUM JELLY 


More people depend on pure ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly than any other dressing on earth 


VASELINE is A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESE®ROUGH-POND'S INC 5 
. 


Vaseline 



















I’ve been a reader of your magazine for some 
time now, and would appreciate it very much 
if you would publish my letter in your Pen 
Pal columns, 

[ am 19 years of age, brown complexion, 
brown eyes and black hair. I weigh 120 lbs., 
and my height is 56”. My hobbies are art, 


swimming, modern jazz and reading. 
[ will answer all letters and exchange photos. 
Rona Michelle 
2020 Carolina St. 


Baton Rouge, La. 


[ am serving in the United States Marine 
Corps stationed in Okinawa. I enjoy reading 
Tan Magazine and I would like very much to 
have my name placed in your Pen Pal section. 

[ am 21 years old, and single. I would like 
to hear from young ladies between the ages of 
18 and 21. My hobbies are dancing and music, 


and I can assure you that all letters will be 
answered 

Sgt. William O. Davis, 1612301 

3D Tank Bn, 3D Marine Div, (Rein) 

c/o FPO San Francisco, Calif. 

Please print my name in your Pen Pal col- 

umn. I have been reading Tan for several 


years and I love it. 
[ am 17 years of age, 56”, weigh 125 lbs. 
I am a Negro, of tan complexion. I’m in third 


year high school, and can speak French and 
also Spanish a little. I love jazz and dancing. 

[ would like to hear from boys and girls 
from all over the world, ages 15 to 20. All let- 


ters will be answered and I will gladly ex- 
hange photos 

Charleen Seldon 

3509 W. Grenshaw 

Chicago 24, Ill. 

[ would like very much for you to pub- 
name in your Pen Pal section. I would 
love to have more friends to write to. I am a 
Negro, 19 years of age. I have black hair, a 
little on the curly side, and brown skin. 

[ love trying to dance, and I like rock ’n’ 
Please won’t someone who is handi- 
write? I would like to hear from girls 
crippled in hand, as I am. Oh, I can 
walk, dance, almost anything anyone else can 
do, but my right arm is crippled. 

Please girls, write to me. It’s so lonely 


here. Boys write also. 


lish my 


roll music 
capped 
who are 


James E. Ganaway 

112 Madison 

Wellsville, Mo. 

l am 16 years old, 5'44%4”, and am considered 
attractive. | would like to correspond with boys 


from the ages of 18 to 23. 

My hobbies are progressive jazz, sports, and 
watching football and track. I play the piano, 
mostly rock ’n’ roll and jazz. I would like to 


hear from you guys, any race, creed or color. 
Dorothy Hudgens 
9504 S. San Pedro St. 
Los Angeles 3, Calif. 
[ would like to correspond with young 
und men all over the world, between 
the ages of 16 and 24, regardless of race, color 
or creed. I am 18 years old, 59”, and weigh 
146 lbs. I have brown wavy hair, brown eyes 

ind a light brown complexion. 

Vy hobbies are fishing, photography, writ- 


women 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


ing letters, listening to Calypso, and rock ’n’ 
roll music. I attend the R. J. Kirksey High 
School in Aliceville, Alabama. 

I'll positively answer all letters received, 
and exchange photos. So please start the let- 
ters rolling in. 

George R. Suttles 
Route 2, Box 105-A 
Aliceville, Ala. 

I am a fan of your magazine, and I’m very 
interested in having new friends with whom 
to correspond. I’m 18 years old, 5’4”, and 
weigh 121 lbs. I have black hair, dark brown 
eyes, and a tan complexion. 

My hobbies are reading, dancing, writing 
and sports. My favorite spectator sport is base- 
ball. I was May queen at my school for two 


years. 

I would like to correspond with both girls 
and boys. They may be from the United States 
and many other countries. I would love to re- 
ceive a letter from Italy. I will exchange 
photos and answer all letters. 

Shirley Cain 
P. O. Box 12 
Jackson, N. C. 

While stationed here in France with the 
U. S. Air Force, I still enjoy reading your 
TaN Magazine. Will you enter my name in 
your Pen Pal column. 

I would like to hear from young ladies all 
over the world, regardless of race, color or 
creed, between the ages of 17 and 25. 

I am a Negro, 20 years old, 5’744”, weight 
145 lbs., tan complexion and single. I will an- 
swer all letters and exchange photos if you 


wish. 
A/3C Frederick A. Gordon 
AF 14657645 
66th Installation Sqdn.—Box 10 
. APO 17 
New York, N. Y. 

I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine and 
would like to become a member of your Pen 
Pal club. I would like to receive letters from 
boys and girls in the U.S.A. and other coun- 
tries, and of all races. 

I am 21 years old, and 5/1114” tall. I weigh 
178 lbs. and my complexion is light brown. 
My hobbies are typing, reading and writing 
letters to people. I am a very lonely person. 
Will answer all letters as soon as received. 

Edgar F. Copper 
2342 S. Greenwich St. 
Philadelphia 46, Pa. 

I am a regular reader of Tan Magazine and 
would like very much to become a member of 
your Pen Pal club. I am 17 years of age, 5’7” 
tall, medium brown complexion, large blue 
eyes and black hair. 

I would like to correspond with young ladies 
and men between the ages of 18 and 24. I will 
answer all letters, so please write if you want 
to make a new friend. 

Ida Mae Payton 
1002 Palm Bluff St. 
Clearwater, Fla. 

[ am an ardent reader of your fine Tan 
Magazine, and think it’s tops in entertainment 
pleasure. 

I would like to correspond with young and 
old, Americans and foreigners. I am a Negro, 


19 years old, brown-skinned, 5’5”, 120 lbs. I 

am a career girl in the stenographic field. [| 

love music (especially modern jazz), the thea- 
ter and dancing, and I do some writing. 

Alice Clark 

165 London St. 

Buffalo 8, N. Y. 

Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pal column? I am 25 years of age, 6'3” tall, 
and weigh about 200 lbs. I attend school here 
in Nashville and have little time to meet fe- 
male friends. 

I would like very much to correspond with 
young ladies between the ages of 20 and 30. 
I will gladly answer all letters. 

John W. Fields 
P. O. Box 635 
Nashville, Tenn. 

First, may I extend heartiest greetings from 
Trinidad, land of the steel band and calypso, 
to all TAN readers all over the world. 

I would appreciate it if you would please be 
so kind as to publish my name in your Pen 
Pals column. I am 20 years of age, 5'2”, and 
weigh 110 lbs. I would love to correspond with 
young men and women from all over the world 
between the ages of 19 and 28. My hobbies 
are reading, dancing, going to the cinema and 
letter writing. 

All letters will be answered promptly. 

Phillisia Lyons 
5 Ruthven St. 
Hubert’s Town 


Guapo 
Trinidad, F.W.I. 

I am serving the United States Marine Corps 
here in the states. I enjoy reading your TaN 
Magazine and would like to have my name en- 
tered in your Pen Pal section. 

I am 21 years of age, 6'2”, brown con- 
plexion, and 190 lbs. in weight. I would like 
to correspond with female or male, regardless 
of race, creed or nationality. My hobbies are 
music, swimming and writing. I assure you 
that all letters will be answered. 

John L. Grant, 1606417 
D-1-2-2 F.M.F. 
Camp LeJeune, N. C. 

I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine and 
would like to be included in your Pen Pal 
column. 

[ would like to correspond with young ladies 
and men between the ages of 20 and 26. I am 
20 years old, 5’8”, weigh 115 Ibs. My hobbies 
are all sorts of sports and dancing. 

All letters will be answered immediately. 

Rosie Lee Wilson 
Route 2, Box 132 
Wewoka, Okla. 

Please, if it’s possible, would you enter my 
name in your Pen Pal columns. I am a Negro, 
age 27. I have black hair, brown eyes, am 
5/914" tall, and weigh 156 lbs. I love writing 
letters, reading, music and sports. 

I wish to correspond with people all over 
the world, race, creed or religion do not mat- 
ter. I’d like to hear from men and women 
around the ages of 24 to 30 years old. I will 
answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Floyd Phillips 
1234 East 20th St. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

















By Eve Lynne 


Dear EVE: 


I am a girl, sixteen, in high school, 


My problem is kissing. 1 have a boy 
friend, but every time he gets ready to 
kiss me, I push him away. 

The other night, he took me to a 
basketball game and when it was over, 
we went bowling. As he was bringing 
me home, I started to think that he might 


kiss me. And as soon as | got home and 
he opened the door, I said goodnight, 
real quick. He looked surprised. 

What do you think is the cause of 
this? What is the matter with me? How 
do you kiss? 

Interested. 


Dear Interested: 

Either he’s not the right one, or you’re 
not ready for the right one. Comes the 
right one, at the right time, and you'll be 
asking, how to stop kissing! 


Dear Eve: 

I am the wife of a wonderful husband 
and the mother of three lovely children. 
My problem is a rather serious one. 

My mother is nice sometimes, and 
sweet, too. But she drinks and says 
things she shouldn’t say in front of the 
kids. I don’t like it at all. She seems to 
come between my husband, my kids, and 
me. She’s my mother, not my husband’s. 
Neither I nor my husband drink. She is 
staying with us while my father is in 
Japan. He is a U. S. Marine. 

Please tell me what to do. 
ried about my family and her. 


I am wor- 


M. J. 


Dear M. J.: 

I{ mother is young enough to have a 
husband in the Marine Corps in Japan, | 
should think mother is young enough to 
maintain her own apartment. Near you, 
of course, but she would certainly have 
more privacy alone, and you should be 
firm about what is best for all concerned, 
including your own family. 


Dear Eve: 

1 am nineteen years of age, a college 
student, and my great desire is to suc- 
ceed. I have only had one real love and 
strangely as it may seem, I haven’t even 
had a puppy love since. 

All the boys I meet are never inter- 
ested in anything but sex. What is it 
about me that they never like to spend 
elaborate amounts of money on me, or 
either gifts? I admit I have a nice figure 
and big legs, but a girl certainly is more 
interested in a man’s love mentally rath- 
er than sexually, especially if you’re un- 
married. Carol Sue 


Dear Carol Sue: 
If your brain measured 36-24-36, 
they'd be interested in your mind. 
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1. Germicidal protection! Norforms are safer and surer than ever! 
A highly perfected new formula releases antiseptic and germicidal 
ingredients right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at 
body temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 

2. Deodorant protection! Norforms were tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effective than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms are deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) 
embarrassing odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” odor 


themselves. 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


A NORWICH PRODUCT 





3. Convenience! These small vaginal suppositories are so easy 
@ and convenient to use. Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas- 
uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your drug- 
gist has them in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 
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» Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms 
booklet, in a plain envelope. 

Name 
(PLEASE PRINT) 
Sureet 
City. 
Zone. State. 
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st the beauty-cream deodorant. 





fortified for longer, safer saatlinn. 
. specially kind 
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I'tSend add SAMPLE 
You SUA TE 

ae New Kind of Full-Length Nylons 

& STAY UP WITHOUT SUPPORTERS 


M A KE Extra Money in Spare Time! 


t Hosi ery improvement! Full-length, Sheer 
ylons stay up over-the-knee without sup- 
8, without girdle! Beauty and comfort every 
an wants. A patented feature. Nationally 
ed price, $1.95 a pair; but you can intro- 
> your friends and neighbors for only $1.00 
ar + make spare time money easy and fast. 
y Just send mame on posteard for FREE SAMPLE 
g CKING and FREE SALES KIT. Act now. 


AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS 


‘We Dept. T-162 @ Iindianapelis, indiana 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


ake you victorious in all you undertake? 
e people admire you? Power to earn 
er to gain popularity—love? Power to 
follow you? I will send you informa- 
he result of scientific research. This 
nd irections will help you become 
a. exert greater influence. You will 
t t reak prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE ELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
REF E ust send your name and dress. Pay on 
plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 

‘ nd I will pay postage. 
FREE A every orders Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
. d ink »n Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-V 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPE! UA, N.Y. 
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Ella Fitzgerald 


This is risky business, too. 





By Margo =" | 


| Frees everyone else seems 

to be doing these days, Tun 
Tun, the 3 feet 9 inches tall 
Mexican comedian-singer- 
dancer, now includes in his act 
an impersonation of Sammy 
Davis Jr., the great imperson- 
ator. Recently Tun Tun knocked 
himself down trying to mimic 
some of the fast tap steps Sam- 
my does. He recovered quickly, 
however, jumped to his feet, ran 
to a neutral corner and came 
out dancing again. 





Mr. John “Dizzy” Gillespie, 
who has made a name for him- 
self blowing an odd shaped horn, has turned to composing. 
At a recent jazz concert the “Dizzy” composer introduced 
some of these original numbers. Unfortunately (or for- 
tunately, as the case might be) he couldn’t remember the 
title of one composed by himself and wife Lorraine, but 
he came out swinging nevertheless. 


Bobbi Parker 


A gal named Bobbi Parker, aware that she 


would be seen by some VIP’s at a special Talent Scouts Show for show biz pro- 
ducers, borrowed Sallie Blair’s Bongo Drummer to give her act an impressive flair. 
As a result reviewers were duly impressed and are comparing her with Lena Horne, 
Dandridge and even Sallie Blair. 





Sonny Stitt 





Though they are headed for their third world tour, 
rumor persists that the famous singing Platters may break 
up and go their separate ways. Reason for the break 
could be that the “dish” is very displeased with the recent 
behavior of the “platters”. 


The estate of the late Billie Holiday reportedly is 
in the neighborhood of $100,000 due to the increase in 
royalties that followed her death. She was almost broke 
when she died, but now her records are selling like 
hot cakes never did. 


Cab Calloway assembled 
most of his original band to 
play for his fourteen-year-old 
daughter’s high school dance. 
Cab’s daughter and her play- 
mates had never seen him lead 
a band since the group broke 
up many years ago. 





Bertice Reading 


(Continued on Page 76) 
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Sarah Vaughan 


Della Reese 


O MUCH JACKIE WILSON (Brunswick) : Strictly a product of the rock ’n’ roll 
era, Jackie Wilson seems like one of the few young singers who will be able to 
make the switch—which now seems to be inevitable—to something more substantial. 
As a rock ’n’ roll vehicle, this album of twelve tunes is a good one, with Jackie 
dividing his work between jump material and ballad types. It is perhaps in the 
latter that his true strength lies, for it is here that he shows the depth of voice that 
will be necessary to keep Jackie Wilson alive as a singer long after rock ’n’ roll 
is dead. 

As for now, Jackie’s army of frenetic young fans will not be disappointed with 
this menu he, and an orchestra and chorus under the direction of Dick Jacobs, has 
dished up for them, including: So Much, I] Know I'll Always Be In Love With You, 
Happiness, Only You, Only Me, The Magic Of Love, Wishing Well, Talk That Talk, 
Ask, I'll Be Satisfied, It’s All A Part Of Love, Never Go Away and Thrill Of Love. 


THE MAGIC OF SARAH VAUGHAN (Mercury): This album is just what the 
title says—Sassy Sarah singing effortlessly, perfectly, magically, the way you 
would expect the elegant Miss Vaughan to do. At times she is humorous, at times 
she is mournful (Separate Ways), at times she is simply the magic Careless. The 
other tunes in the package: “That Old Black Magic, Are You Certain, Broken-Heart- 
ed Melody, I’ve Got The World On A String, Don’t Look At Me That Way, Love Is A 
Random Thing, Friendly Enemies, What's So Bad About It and Sweet Affection, 
all as good as gold through the magic of Sarah Vaughan. 


DELLA/Della Reese (RCA Victor): The producers of this album, in their jacket 
comments, indicate great delight over the merging of Della Reese’s talents and RCA 
Victor’s facilities. They should be delighted: This package is excellent from start to 
finish and all in between. Della sings with authority. She well can: the songs are 
proven standards, the Neal Hefti arrangements are swinging, and Della never 
sounded better. A few dissenters to the inherent, slightly harsh quality of Miss 
Reese’s voice may be found, but probably only in the smallest minority. 

Della sets the mood for this series with the Side 1 opener, The Lady Is A Tramp, 
which she follows with: If 1 Could Be With You One Hour Tonight, Let’s Get 
Away From It All, Thou Swell, You’re Driving Me Crazy and Goody Goody. Side 
2 features: And The Angels Sing, Baby Won't You Please Come Home, I’m Begin- 
ning To See The Light, I'll Get By, Blue Skies and, in one of the rousingest closers 
ever recorded—Someday, this last tune alone worth the price of the album. 








BE SURE! 


DEEP CLEANS 
DEODORIZES 
DISINFECTS 





USE 
“LYSOL” 


Millions of women wouldn't dream 


of using home-style douches! 


They know that “Lysol” is so much 


surer! 


They know that “Lysol” is best for 
douching because: 


1. “Lysol” kills germs on contact— 


the very germs that cause odor! 


2. “Lysol” keeps you sure of your- 


self—sure you're sweet and nice inside! 


Use it regularly. “Lysol” brand dis- 


infectant is mild. Won't hurt you! 


Send for free booklet 
on how to douche the 






way a doctor recom- 
a mends. (Mailed in 
plain wrapper.) Write 

to “Lysol,” Bloom- 
fleld, N. J.. Dept. D259. 


BRAND DOISINFECTANT 


A Lehn & Fink Product + Also available in Canada 
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Wanted To Be Set To Music 
ca’s Largest Song Studio. 
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Proposed 


By MRS. REDD FOXX 
The wife of a famous night club 


comic tells how they came to wed 


OU KNOW, when I first met Redd I detested him. And if someone had said. 

“You're going to marry him,” | would have answered, “Look, Buster, you got 
a loose screw, get lost.” I thought he talked too loud, laughed too loud, was too 
brash and generally wasn’t my type at all. 

I used to see him a lot backstage in the club where we shared the same bill. And 
for some reason, he would laugh and talk with my two sisters (the singing-dancing 
Harris Sisters) but wouldn’t pay any attention to me at all, which was certainly 
all right with me. 













































I was tired a lot during those days 
and because we didn’t make very much 
money with our act, I held a daytime 
job, too. We had a cot in the dressing 
room and between shows I would lie 
down for a nap. Maybe that’s the rea- 
son I disliked Redd so much: his loud 
vitality disturbed my rest. 

Anyway, a year later I met him at the 
Stadium Club in Los Angeles where we 
again shared the same bill and he came 
up to me and whispered in my ear: 
“Christmas, I’m going to marry you.” 
Well, you could have knocked me over 
with a sledge hammer! 

We began to go around together and 
three weeks later we were married. 
Right off the bat, we planned to get mar- 
ried in Las Vegas. So Redd cranked up 
his Hillman-Minx and we lit out from 
Los Angeles bound for that city. That’s 
when our troubles started. Redd’s car 
broke down twice from overheating and 
then we had a merry mixup of direc- 
tions. We got lost on the freeway so 
many times that we were just about 
ready to give up and head back for Los 
Angeles when we finally got on the right 
road and wheezed into Las Vegas. 

Our wedding ceremony was unusual, 
too. We had it recorded and Redd was 
cracking up at the fellow who just 
couldn’t seem to get the microphone at- 
tached to the ceiling. He laughed so 
hard, he almost couldn’t say his vows. 
Bob Bailey and his lovely wife, Ann, 
stood with us during the ceremony, and 
afterwards we spent the night at their 
house where her mother prepared us a 
wonderful wedding dinner. 

We really balled in Las Vegas. We 
went to some of the famous clubs like the 
Dunes, the Sands and Moulin Rouge and 
saw shows as guests of some of the en- 
tertainers. And we gambled everywhere 
we went, not winning much and not los- 
ing much, either. 

Redd and I have been married now 
for three years and to me they have been 
the most exciting in my whole life. We 
have toured the whole United States 
twice and our marriage is still one great. 
big, hilarious and very happy honey- 
moon. 

Don’t get me wrong. All is not peaches 
and cream every minute of every hour. 
Just like other couples we have our dif- 
ferences. But Redd has a very unique 
method he uses to solve these differences. 
When some people get mad they count 
to ten. But Redd simply jumps into the 


car and drives for 25 miles. When he 
comes back we both have “cooled” and 
everything is ducky once more. This is 
a trick that might work for any married 
couple, and it’s much better than sticking 
around saying a lot of nasty things to 
each other that you'll regret later. 

By working and traveling with my 
husband | find that my career as a singer 
has been greatly improved. Although on 
most of his jobs, Redd has me working 
with him, I have done some outside 
stints. One of my greatest thrills was 
working with Count Basie at the Apollo 
theater in Harlem. 

We have a beautiful daughter (she’s 
my daughter by a previous marriage) 
who attends private school when we are 
out of town. During the summers she 
stays with her grandmother. For a long 
time she called Redd just plain Redd in- 
stead of daddy, and we decided if she 
would rather do that then we would let 
her, hoping she would change later on. 
She did. 

It happened like this. Last November 
we went to a Washington, D. C., drug- 
store where we were refused service at 
a lunch counter. I happened to buy some 
cosmetics. Along with this purchase | 
received a raffle ticket on the “largest 
stocking” in the world. We won the 
stocking which was full of toys and it 
was a real shock to those drugstore peo- 
ple to learn that we were the same couple 
they had refused service. 

When we went down to get the stock- 
ing, our little girl, Debrace, exclaimed: 
“Daddy, I’m the happiest girl in the 
world.” From that day on she has called 
Redd “Daddy.” 

We have two beautiful parakeets and 
a big German Shepherd dog named after 
Redd’s favorite record album, Race 
Track, which, incidentally, has sold a 
million-and-a-half copies. 

Redd is a riot around the house. Un- 
like most comedians, he is not quiet and 
withdrawn once he leaves the stage. He 
keeps me in stitches with his jokes, the 
same way he has been doing night club 
and theater audiences around the coun- 
try all these years, not to mention those 
who have heard his records. 

I type all of his material and when he 
gets new jokes he tries them out first on 
me. If they crack me up, he figures he’s 
got something really good going. In 
short, he makes me feel as if | am the 
real inspiration behind his success. And 
I sure work to keep it that way. 
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Mail coupon 
able free booklet, “Adventures in Dress 
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Design. postage id 
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NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3233 
Chicago 1 
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0 COLORING 
Qt Home! 


this profitable creative home work for stodios, stores, and 
others. Full or part 


payments, Write today for FREE BOOKLET. 

It tells all about getting started. No obligation. 
NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 
Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3233, Chicago 14. 
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CHARM DROPS AA 


Secret Aroma Helps 
Win the One You Love 


U A meee es as a lover's first kiss! Bewitch, 
allure and captivate with this rare, stimulating fragrance. Just ONE DROP 
of this secret aroma will endure for 
like a binding knot... and will 

' 


°°" FREE PERSONAL DIRECTIONS 


Free personal directions REVEAL HOW to use if you wish to experience 







rs... enchantingly encircle lovers 
add a more thrilling, irresistible charm 


joyous love. one you love can be yours...can love with great emotion 
can be awakened to a more exciting you ... if you KNOW HOW to use 
thebe love drops. 


PLUS! ' SECRETS OF Will open your ~ 
to a love you've 
HOW TO WIN LOVE! missea. 
Many readers of that rn gal yee 4, got — ve ayes of MUCH 
MOR . % ible. It reveals to = 
wn SIMPLES STRAIL nT "PROM THE SHOULDER 
LANGUAGE i? of —ine a ~ b+ sag 
LOVE. Solve personal vnfidential 
PACKED with ACTU AL TLLU STRATIONS, 
included with “Honeymoon Love Drops" order. 
SEND HO MONEY —Full size bottle and free 
book sent in plain wrapper. Pay postman on deliv- 
ery $1.94 plus postage or 
tage. t added if two are o: % 
order now. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE if you 
are not completely delighted after trial use. Delay 
is lost love. 


DORELL PRODUCTS Co. 


Dept. 197 Bex A, Glen Oaks, MN. Y.- 
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“All-in- ae) 


SIZES. 
j A Cup, 32-36 
B Cup, 32-42 


¥ C Cup, 34-48 


At last! a figure-slimming 
all-in e you can slip 4 
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WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. CC9IC 
35 S. Park Ave., Rockville Centre, N.Y. 
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Be a Detective 


Make Secret Investigations 
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. va 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., 


CWith God 


All Things are Possible!’ 


Are yo g difficult problems? Peor Health? Money 
or Jeb Troubles? Ushappiness? Drink? Leve or Family 
Troubles? Would you like more Happiness. Success 
and ‘‘Geed Fortume’’ in Life? If you have any of these 
Fuette m r hers like them, dear friend, then here 

rf NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY OF 
PRAYER at is helping thousands to glorious new hap 
piness and joy. Just elip this message new and mail with 
your mame, address and 25¢ te eever postage and handling. 
We will rusk this wonderful 
NEW MESSAGE OF PRAYER 
and Faith te you by Return FREE 

E! 
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Life-Study novoneb 
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A DELIGHTFUL CAREER— SPARE 
OR FULL TIME— WITH FAMOUS 


HOOVER Uniforms 


A permanent big-income business for 
you—spare or fulltime! Experience 
not necessary. Take orders for fa- 
mous HOOVER line of smart, color- 
ful uniforms for waitresses, beauticians 
nurses, doctors, ete.—ineiuding Nylon, 
Dacron, Wash’r WearCottons, OOVER 
UNIFORMS are known everywhere fe for 
smart, dressmake i 

ity and a se. ( 
PRESENTATI( 
ries, fall instruc s for starting — 
all supplies F RE Ee Write TODAY! 


HOOVER UNIFORMS 
Dept. CL-53 NEW YORK 11, MN. Y. 
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[* BERLIN, N.H., stepping unhurt from his wrecked automobile which had slid 
backward down an icy hill and crashed into a parked car, Jerome St. Clair 
slipped in the roadway, fell and broke his arm. 


* * * 


In East St. Louis, Ill., Sammy Lee Brown volunteered to hold a pop bottle for 
target-shooting restaurateur Clemie Bevils, wound up in the hospital when Bevils 
missed the bottle and shot him in the stomach. 


* * * 


In Vallejo, Calif., Mae Means fell asleep in a bar, awoke to find a light-fingered 
thief had lifted $27 from her brassiere. 


* * _ 


In Los Angeles, police said Mrs. Dorothy Lewis responded to catching her husband 
with another woman by removing four kids, their good clothing, and a sewing 
machine from the house, setting it afire, then watching it burn between swigs of 
beer. 
* * * 

In Portsmouth, Va., dissatisfied John J. Lewis acted as his own lawyer, appealed 
drunk convictions of $35 and 90 days against himself and his wife, lost the case 
and drew a $200 fine while his wife’s fine was boosted to $100. 


* * * 


In York, Pa., doctors treated Mrs. Marge Brooks for knife wounds on her cheek, 
arm, nose and neck which were inflicted by another woman, she told police, at 


The Brotherly Love Elks Lodge. 


* * * 


In Kansas City, Mo., police nabbed Gilbert W. Bert Hayzlett behind a church door, 
hauled him the ex-con and safecracker off to jail after he claimed he was praying 
but couldn’t explain the safe punch, hammer, pry bar and dynamite he was 
carrying. 
* * * 

In Detroit, Charles Higgins was slapped in jail on assault and battery charges after 
admitting he roused his son from bed, beat the nude boy with an extension cord, 
and slugged him with his fist because the lad misplaced his dice. 


* * * 


In Charleston, W. Va., Betty Foster decided not to prosecute her husband for 
beating her, instead called police, directed them to her spouse’s 13 half-gallon 
fruit jars of moonshine, saw him charged with illegal possession of the brew. 


* * * 


In Bakersfield, Calif., Mrs. Viola Hayes found her baked ham and hot rolls getting 
cold, shot her husband after finding he had gone to his girl friends to eat steak. 


In Houston, Texas, police held Jessie J. Arnold for investigation after he told 


them he accidentally shotgunned his 34-year-old wife to death while he was hunting 
skunks in his hen house. 
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TAN Movie Previews 





BLACK ORPHEUS 


The 1959 surprise winner of the grand prize at the Cannes (France) Film 
Festival, Black Orpheus, is a modern version of the Orpheus legend, co-starring 
Brazilian football player Breno Mello (as Orpheus) and U. S.-born Marpessa Dawn 
(as Eurydice). 

The film, boasting an all-Negro cast, is based on the most popular of the legends 
of Orpheus, the musician-poet who could cause even the sun to rise with his playing 
of the lute, and the great love of Orpheus for his wife Eurydice. When she trod on 
a serpent and died while fleeing from Aristaeas, Orpheus was inconsolable and 
descended to the Underworld to search for her. 

Charmed by his music, the deities of 
Hades allowed him to lead her back to 
the world of the living—provided he did 
not look back. But he forgot. Vowing 
never to look at a woman again, Or- 
pheus returns to earth, but when he 
refuses to make love to a group of Bac- 
chantes, they tear him to pieces. 

The film version follows the pattern 
of the legend, but with all the color, 
movement and excitement of the world’s 
most famous: carnival. A young Bra- 
zilian girl, Eurydice, arrives in Rio de 
Janeiro from the country to visit her 





Love in Rio de Janeiro 


cousin during carnival time. She is 
fleeing from a man whom she fears wants to kill her, is befriended by a trolley car 
motorman, Orpheus. They fall violently in love. 


ON THE BEACH 


Stanley Kramer, once Hollywood’s top 
boy wonder and now a tycoon in his 
own right, has poured his directorial 
energies and his rare talent for spectac- 
ular movie promotion into On The 
Beach, a massive $314 million screen 
melodrama with a morbid finale which 
literally closes the book on the human 
race. In his latest picture, which will 
be premiered simultaneously in cities on 
six continents, Kramer has tackled prob- 
ably the most challenging theme in con- 
temporary civilization—the possible ex- 
tinction of human life on this planet. 

The year is 1964 and the place is Australia, last bastion of human survival on 
earth following a nuclear conflict that has totally destroyed life in the northern 
hemisphere. Australia’s people have five months to live before deadly radiation 
engulfs them. Into this dismal scene comes the U. S. submarine Sawfish (com- 
manded by Gregory Peck) and its crew. 

Before setting out on a northbound cruise to determine if radioactive fallout is 
lessening and Australia may yet survive, Peck dates Ava Gardner and both feel 
aglow. When the submarine returns with the melancholy report that radioactivity 
is rising and all are doomed, Peck and Ava find comfort in the discovery that they 
are in love. Along with the others, they face approaching death. 





Death in Australia 





PART-TIME 
OPPORTUNITY 


Offers $2,000 to $5,000 a year 
NO INVESTMENT—NO SELLING 


We are seeking reliable men who 
would like to earn $2,000 to $5,000 a 
year in addition to their present in- 
comes in a business that can be run 
from home during evening hours or 
Saturdays. No investment is required. 
No experience is necessary. The men 
we seek will be fully equipped at com- 
pany expense, and will follow a sim- 
ple plan requiring friendly visits with 
friends, neighbors, fellow lodge and 
church members, men where you 
work, and others. This opportunity 
does not require selling or order-tak- 
ing of any kind. You will show other 
men how to add to their incomes and 
you make money on their work. You 
sell them nothing; they require no 
money. Checks mailed monthly to 
you. No matter what your age, where 
you live, or what your occupation, 
write for details today. There’s no 
obligation to learn how this plan may 
add $2,000 to $5,000 a year to your 
income, starting at once. 


John Grant, Dept. C-726 
er —_ & Throop St., nasi 7, i. 
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Try This Great Book 
in Your Own Life 


10-DAY TRIAL EXAMINATION 


It must help you . . . it must show 
results . . . it must work! 


The Golden Keys to the Sacred Psalms 
By MIKHAIL STRABO 

Tells you which Psalms to use. . $] 

Tells you when to use Psalms. . . Postpaid 


No matter what personal problem is worry- 
ing you the answer is here. No matter if 
it is Health, Money Troubles, Debts, Love, 





Tells you how to use Psalms... 


Friends, Family Troubles or Something 
Purely Personal and Confidential you are 
sure to find the help, guidance, and comfort 
that you seek in the Great and Powerful 
Book of the Psalms. 
in times of trouble Te choose a mate 
For older people To interpret dreams 
oo defamers Against temptation 
yd = aners For business 

nst enemies F 
help children 


or good fortune 
Te influence others 
And pyc eee more 


FREE (3): 222-22 

apt the = Psalms of 

David you rush your order. 
MONEY BACK ‘GUARANTEE 


GUIDANCE HOUSE 
Box 201-AB, Times Square Sta., New York 36 




















Your family needs Scotts Emulsion 
...the cod liver oil tonic 


helps get rid of the colds they have 
builds them up against new ones 


nember, way back, when you __— vitamins you need to fight off the 
| most everyone took cod liver cold you have now—and to pro- 
Mother was sure it was one tect you from catching new ones. 
he best ways to build you up And Scott’s Emulsion is homoge- 
fight off colds. How right she __ nized, so its full benefits start to 
Now... your whole family work in your system right away. 
get these same cod liver oil So, if colds seem to drag your 
nits, without the old taste. Take family down all winter...it’s time 
w Scott’s Emulsion to winterize to start taking Scott’s Emulsion 
r body against colds. daily. Buy Scott’s Emulsion, the 
Jew Seott’s Emulsion is rich cod liver oil tonic for colds, at 
xd liver oil, one of the finest your drug counter today. Geter teen taaher 
es of the natural A and D New tasteless capsules 
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Scott's Emulsion... specially made to winterize your body against colds ! 
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By June Eckstine 


I WAS THE wife of a sing- 
er who could not make a 
bad record. He was ac- 
claimed, sought after, and 
stood tip top in show busi- 
ness. Six years ago, by mu- 
tual consent, we divorced 
and ever since I’ve been a 
bachelor girl. I still have the 
same friends—I haven’t lost 
any, or my way of life sim- 
ply because I am a “Miss” 
instead of a “Mrs.” The fu- 
ture does not frighten me. 
And though I live alone, I 
like it. 

Perhaps in a way I am ex- 
tremely fortunate because I 
know there are thousands of 

















WHY PM A BACHELOR GIRL 

















































bachelor girls who are free and have many rights, like the right to be alone, 
and also the right to what some may think are empty nights. 

| have a small home, one of those tri-levels with two patios in the Holly- 
wood hills. It’s quite big enough for me. I get about in my own car—a 1958 
Cadillac convertible—and my alimony helps me to meet my monthly $600 
budget more easily. But, more important, I have wonderful friends in the 
East as well as on the West coast, who always contact me and include me 
in all their functions. 

There have been proposals to change this single status, which of course 


bolster the ego and keep the question of marriage alive. And I heartily 


recommend the institution of marriage even though I may not be ready to 
embark on one myself. 

People often ask what I enjoy most as a bachelor girl. Really it’s not 
difficult to answer when you consider every girl gets a kick out of being 
sought after, the phone ringing with invitations for all the good things that 
are coming along. When you're a bachelor girl, or single, you are eligible 
for those things. You also have a choice in your escort selection. 

Yet, as is perhaps normal, I am sometimes bored. It becomes a bit wearing 
to attend the same functions, and do the same things in only slightly varying 


situations 


[ get lots of invitations, and could not attend all of the functions to which 
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“I get lots of invitations .. . An eligible girl must use care in selecting those 
functions she attends and in picking the people she attends them with, or else she 
runs the risk of becoming tabbed with adverse and unkind speculations, possibly.” 
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“I have a dog, Coco, eight, and a whale of 
a lot of fun. We've been together so long 
he knows me better than I know myself.” 


I am invited. However, I do not take 
these invitations lightly. I weigh each one 
carefully, and there are some really 
warm and genuine invitations from peo- 
ple who like you for yourself, alone. 

What I’m saying is, there are any 
number of things and events—interest- 
ing events—that a girl who is eligible 
and single is invited to. Yet, she must 
use care in selecting those functions she 
attends and in picking the people she at- 
tends them with, or she runs the risk of 
becoming tabbed with adverse and un- 
kind speculations, possibly. 

Getting back to boredom, I have a sim- 
ple formula for it. When I find Id 
rather not be alone, or the evening is 
eventless, I simply get on the phone and 
call my friends—boys and girls. As a 
rule, I don’t call men unless it’s to invite 
them over with a group to play “Jotto” 
and “Scrabble,” word games that I love 
so well. 

When I say I get bored sometimes, liv- 
ing alone as I do, I don’t mean I get 
bored to the point of being unhappy. 
Sometimes I just walk into the house and 
all of a sudden I feel like I don’t want to 
be alone, so I either go back out, get into 
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“1 keep myself in good physical condition. My weight is just about 
what it was when I was in high school, 110 pounds. If I notice a 
couple of pounds being added, | get them off by taking exercise.” 


the car and drive down to the beach 
where I have a lot of friends and maybe 
stay a day or so, or I go in and invite 
some people up for dinner. Sometimes 
we just have barbecue and everybody 
chips in and we go out on the patio and 
have an outing. Sometimes, I just jump 
into bed and read. 

Often I get in a mood to drive and 
then I usually go to the beach, get out of 
the car, take off my shoes and walk. The 
ocean, the sand, and the quietness give 
me a chance to think. 

Many people ask me what type of peo- 
ple I enjoy. It is quite simple. I like be- 
ing with intelligent and witty people— 
people with a sense of humor who have 
that ability to laugh at life’s problems. 
People who do not take themselves too 
seriously; not frivolous and giddy peo- 
ple, you understand, but people who are 
fun and not filled with a spirit of gloom. 


Other folk want to know what type of man I like. That’s easy, too. I like a gentlemanly gentleman, a man with a lot of 
poise and good taste, one who is cultured and good-natured. 

Another of the hazards of being a bachelor girl. | find. is that sometimes the wrong people know you live alone, and often you 
are “fingered” to be robbed and your home plundered. That has happened to me, so now I have arranged to have a full-time 
sleep-in maid, so that when I am out I can relax and rest assured that all is well on the home front. Being a bachelor girl, I have 


to cut a few corners to afford this. 


Too, you must always keep mentally alert in the handling of mundane things which were formerly handled by an office or 
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“When | find I'd rather not be alone, or the evening is eventless, 1 simply get on 
the phone and call my friends, boy and girls . .. Sometimes, I just jump into bed 
and read .. . Often I get in a mood to drive and then I usually go to the beach.” 
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organization, such as home, car and fire insurance. After 
these are taken care of, you breathe a sigh of relief for 
another year. | 

In the six years I have been divorced from Billy, I have | 
received two proposals of marriage. The first one I 
didn’t even bother to consider because it was made 
shortly after | became a bachelor girl and I wasn’t really 
entertaining the idea of going back into married life that 
soon. But I have had one recently that | haven’t turned | 
down. He’s a fine fellow, warm and understanding and 
possessing those qualities I like in a man. But there is | 
little probability that I will marry him soon, although I 
will marry some day. He may be the man; he may not 
be. I am hesitant in considering marriage because | 
want to concentrate on a career first. 

Being a bachelor girl is great for me at the present. | 
can go and come as | please. But more important, | 
have the freedom to plan independent of the considera- 
tions of anyone else whose plans might conflict with 
what I want to do. 

I have never regretted getting a divorce from Billy, 
although I spent many happy years with him. We simply 
grew apart and decided, mutually, to get a divorce. That 
is that. I have no regrets. 

Meanwhile, I’ve spent three years getting ready for 
my career. I opened in Las Vegas in March with Bobby 
Lucas, singer-choreographer, because it is extremely 
difficult for a single act to get a booking in Las Vegas. 
After we finish there, we will go our separate ways. 

Sure, there has been more than $10,000 spent in prep- 
aration for this venture in the past few years; and what’s 
more, a lot of time and hard work have gone into it, too. 
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Ruins Health, Happiness. Break 
the Drinking ee Qu! CKLY 
. INEXPENSIVELY! Use new 
ALC OREM, the aceien liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
from liquor. May be taken in 
\LCOREM eliminates desire for more 
GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment is 
Medical Authority. Comes ready to use 
tions nee need not cause time out 


aicohol 
recognized by 


fron x. One happy ALCOREM user writes: **I took 
ALCOREM 9 years ago, and have not taken or wanted 
a drink since then. Please send me ALCOREM haga a 
a i of mine who is a heavy drinker.’’—Mr. H.F. 

Princet« \s an additional help we send. ‘FREE: 


21° PINKIES with order of ALCOREM Special 
For to help nervous and digestive systems 
Also WEIG SH CHART to guide reformed drinker to 


DO NOT DE LAY e ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
SATISI ON OR MONEY BACK, We rush 
ALCOR {, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
$8.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
906.5 C.O.D. and postage, send $8. 95with order. 
Known world wide since 1948 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. N- 20 
DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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the same powerful perfume that attracted 
the world’s greatest lover .. . RUDOLPH 4 
VALENTINO. Natasha placed a tiny drop here “A 


and there for love. Now, yee can ma’ 
the man yeu want want yeu! Watasha paid a 
fortune to create this potent perfume which bears her name. it 
sold for $28 an oz. But yew can now buy a full % oz. for only 
$1.98 postpaid—or, order C.0.0., charges collect. Order today. 
CONTROL LABORATORIES, 3A 2 East Ave. Larchmont, WY 


FREE FOR. 


ASTHMA 


if you s asthma attacks, choke and wheeze, find 
sleep impossible because of the struggle to breathe . . 





try FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDICINE now! Get immediate. 
blessed relief from the dreaded symptoms of bronchial 
asthma 000,000 bottles sold—FREE TRIAL bottle 
by return il. You pay nothing. Send name and address 
now to: FRONTIER ASTHMA CO. 965-A, Frontier Bidg., 
462 Niag treet, Buffalo 1, N.Y. 
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops ltch—Relieves Pain 


irst time science has found a 
new he g substance with the astonishing 
rbilit wink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pail wit it surgery. 

I ifter case, while gently relieving 
pain, acti eduction (shrinkage) took place. 
Most iazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like ‘Piles have ceased to be a 
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But I mean for it to be a success. I’m 
getting strong encouragement, proper 
coaching and I believe I’m getting good 
bookings, because after the Las Vegas 
stint, I have a lot of jobs lined up as a 
single. 

I’m not working with an agency. | 
have a personal manager, a woman 
whom I admire very much. | don’t have 
to go out on dinner dates with her to 
“prove” my ability to act or to perform. 
I will not have to go through that rou- 
tine, thank Heavens. Don’t get me wrong, 
all male agents are not on the make or 
figure you have to “go” with them in 
order to get anywhere in show business. 
But some are, and the unsuspecting fe- 
male performer who doesn’t know her 
way around may get one to whom she 
will have to “prove” her ability to act 
or perform by dating him. 

You know, I was born in Philadelphia, 
have one brother, no sisters and was 
married once before I was wed to Billy. 
It was one of those childhood things that 
didn’t last a year. 

I was graduated from high school in 
Pennsylvania and went to New York 
where I was all set to enter a show busi- 
ness career when I met Billy. 

When I’m asked if I think I’ll be a suc- 
cess in my present effort, my answer is 
always an unqualified yes. I’m not brag- 
ging, but you must first believe in your- 
self before you can make others believe 
in you. 

I keep myself in good physical con- 





“How much sleep do | get nights? Not 
much. On four or five hours, | do just fine. 
I awaken clear-eyed ready to get going.” 


dition. My weight is just about what it 
was when I was a high school senior in 
Pennsylvania—110 pounds. I’m five 
feet, two inches tall in my stocking feet, 
and five feet, four inches in heels. My 
other statistics are 34-21-36. 

Although I eat only one meal a day 
usually, that’s a good one: dinner. I’m 
a pretty good cook myself, but I seldom 
cook dinner because a bachelor girl is 
frequently invited out, and I accept many 
of these invitations. 

I like green vegetables and just love 
salads. As a rule, I like to make the 
dressing for the salads myself, but this 
is not always possible because I dine out 
so often. Really, I’m not hard to please 
as far as food is concerned, as long as 
the food is good. I don’t exactly diet, 
just shun fattening foods as much as 
I can. 

I have coffee in the morning, maybe 
something like cheese and a glass of but- 
termilk or fruit during the day. I might 
goof and have a piece of cake once in a 
while, and then I’ll have a good dinner. 
For dinner, I just love steak, a salad, 
maybe a baked potato. Or if I’m out, 
chances are I'll throw caution to the 
winds and have a lot of wonderful things 
—you know, fattening foods. Then if I 
notice a couple of pounds being added 
here and there I get them off quickly by 
taking exercises. The best exercise, how- 
ever, is pushing yourself away from the 
table before you eat too much. 

I have a dog, Coco, who was given to 
me by Sy Devore and his former wife. 
Coco is eight years old and a whale of a 
lot of company to me. We have been to- 
gether so long now he knows me better 
than I know myself. 

In the mornings when I get up, after 
coffee, I tidy up the house a bit and call 
some of my girl friends for a chat. With 
the help of a maid to give the place a 
thorough going over, it is no problem to 
keep it neat and shipshape. In fact, to 
my friends, I’m a bit fanatical about 
keeping things just so. 

Naturally, I love music as well as a 
number of artists such as Sarah 
Vaughan. I’m mad about Ella Fitzgerald, 
Lena Horne, Peggy Lee, Doris Day; I 
like Johnny Mathis. Frank Sinatra is 
just great and one of my favorites. And 
Nat King Cole is one of my very, very 
best favorites. I like so many artists for 
different things. For example, I think 
Tony Bennett is one of the most under- 
rated singers there is, and I just love 
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If 1 could leave a word 
of sound advice with 
single girls, it would 
simply be this: enjoy 
yourself as a bachelor 
girl, but also look for- 
ward to a married life. 













Basie’s big, swinging orchestra. 

I have a lot of record albums by my 
favorite singers and musicians. | am 
asked why I don’t have any by “Mr. B.” 
Let me add, with all admiration, he too 
has a place among the great, but when 
we were married, he used to bring his 
dubs home from recording dates, so | 
never got into the habit of buying his 
albums. 

I like to attend movies, although some- 
one has to practically drag me to a the- 
atre to get me to go. Once I’m there, | 
get a real bang out of the shows. I’m 
just the restless type, I guess. The 
thought of sitting down for several hours 
in a theatre just about kills me. 

I had a small bit part in the movie 
Carmen Jones which was supposed to 
pave the way for a bigger role in another 
one. But as luck would have it. the pic- 
ture was shelved, unfortunately for me. 

Crossword puzzles, | like. | like to 
hold conversations with witty people. | 
just like words, written or spoken, if they 
are interesting. 

It is fun to go to parties and meet new 
people. I’m not the bashful type, and get 
along very well with people. When | 


meet an interesting new person at a party 
I enjoy finding out, or trying to find out, 
what his or her thinking is—what is his 
or her philosophy of life. 

Now that I’m busily preparing for my 
career, I don’t have too much time to at- 
tend parties. I spend a lot of my time 
rehearsing and building a repertoire, go- 
ing out on interviews for dramatic parts 
in pictures, doing auditions and just 
working hard at this business of getting 
my career started. It’s not easy I can 
tell you. 

How much sleep do I get nights? Not 
much. About four or five hours. I really 
don’t need very much. Some people do 
but I never have. I find that if I get too 
much sleep, I feel tired and listless the 
next day. On four or five hours, I do 
just fine. | awaken clear-eyed, refreshed 
and ready to get going. 

I had a lot of trouble at one time try- 
ing to do too many things at once. | 
started taking piano lessons, for exam- 
ple. At the same time I was studying 
French and rehearsing for my career. 
My piano teacher came once a week, but 
I was so busy between his visits that 
often he would (Continued on Page 82) 











ALL THINGS ARE POSSIBLE.” 
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ITCH in Women 
Relieved like Magic 


Here’s blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 
rectal itch, chafi rash and eczema with a new 
amazing scientific ormula called LANACANE. This 
fast-acting, stainless icated creme kills harmful 
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don't suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! 











the precious perfume of love 
that envelops you in mys- 


terious, alluring fragrance. 
ROMANTIQUE is a _ potent 
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lighter, brighter. 
New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is 
unlike any product you ever have used ange 
iting hopefully for months to 

results you want. With the improved NEVOLINE 
formula we guarantee you will see your skin 
grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 
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PARIS IMPERIAL, P.O. Box 104-M 
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It was wonderful just being there, 
talking with Tommy, somebody who 
treated me like | was special. 


I HEARD MY HUSBAND ALFRED moving about in the kitchen 
and usually I would bounce out of bed to join him for a cup of 
coffee and to pack his lunch, but that morning I felt sick inside. 
Awfully sick. The feeling wasn’t new to me because it was the same 
feeling of hopelessness and sorrow that I had experienced many morn- 
ings during the past sixteen years, but this morning I believe I felt 
worse than I had felt in a long time. 

I lay for awhile staring at the ceiling, then my eyes drifted to the 
dresser and fell on the calendar. Suddenly I knew why I felt so down 
in the dumps. Today was my son’s seventeenth birthday! 

I closed my eyes and felt myself tremble at the thought. It was the 
seventeenth birthday of a child that I didn’t even know. A child that 
I had never held in my arms, a child whose cry I had never heard, 
whose laughter had never rung in my ears. I had never shared his 
disappointment, or a happy moment or kissed a skinned knee to make 
it well. My son was seventeen years old and I didn’t even know what 
he looked like or where he was. 

“Happy birthday, darling,” I whispered into my pillow. “Happy 
birthday and may the Lord be with you. Maybe some day He'll bring 
us together. It’s not too late, sweetheart, it’s still not too late.” 

I heard Alfred come in the room. He leaned over the bed and kissed 
my cheek. I pretended to be asleep. As soon as I heard the front door 
close, I got out of bed, fumbled for my slippers and reached for my 
robe. I dragged myself in the bathroom and crept about quietly, so as 
to not awaken Susan and Steve. Susan was ten years old, and bright- 
eyed and inquisitive. Steve, eight, was much the same. While I loved 
them both dearly, I wasn’t in the mood for their chatter this morning. 

“Oh, Lord,” I breathed, “Let me live through this day. Let me find 
a thousand chores to do so that there’ll be no time to remember.” | 
held a cold washcloth to my face and fought the tears. But there was 
no use in trying to forget. How can a woman give birth to a child 
and pretend as though it never happened? There are some, I know, 
who possess such a short memory, but not I. If I live to be a thousand, 
those dark bitter memories will forever haunt me. Oh, God, I prayed, 
let my little Susan escape this torture. Let her have a life that is not 
haunted by memories that never die; memories that come back again 
and again to haunt you and make your heart bleed and break in tiny 
pieces. Let me be a wiser mother than my mother was, I beg of You. 

I went in the kitchen and heated the coffee that Alfred had made 
and then poured a glass of orange juice, all the time remembering that 
night seventeen years ago. . . 

How startlingly sharp and clear that night still seemed! I can close 
my eyes now and see myself curled up in our large grey chair with 
my English book open trying to prepare myself for a short quiz we 
were having the next day. Dora, my sister, was sitting in a corner of 
the couch with her head buried in her science book. My mother was 
fussing around in the kitchen. 

I was wrestling with a question in my English text when the tele- 
phone rang. I hastily laid my book aside, glad to get away from it for 
awhile, and fled to answer. It was Arlene, saying urgently: “Betty, I 


know that it’s kind of late but see if you can come over tonight. If you 


can, wear something kind of dressy, will you? It’s pretty important.” 

“What’s going on?” I asked curiously. “You sound as if it’s some- 
thing extra special.” 

She gave a little laugh. “You are in for a big surprise. Just come 
on over and I'll explain. It'll be more fun that way.” 

“Well, all right, but I wish you would give me a hint,” I answered. 

“You'll find out, just hurry.” 

“T’ll be there in a little while,” I promised, and hung up. 

I turned away from the telephone thinking that maybe I shouldn’t 
go because I still hadn’t studied for that English quiz. I really didn’t 








I would give everything if 
my life could have been 
different. But it’s too 
late now. I gave everything 
years ago, and I have had 
to live a life of sorrow 
in payment for it ever 


since. It will always be so 
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ONE 
CARED 


feel much like going, but Arlene was 
such fun. She was always doing some- 
thing crazy. Nothing bothered her. She 
was very popular and her folk had a 
swell house with even a rumpus room in 
the basement. Her father worked on the 
railroad and her mother worked nights, 
so most of the time we had the house all 
to ourselves 

It was fun to be at Arlene’s, I thought, 
and, that old feeling of wishing that I 
had someone to talk to. Not talk at; talk 
to, exchange ideas, express my feelings 
about my teachers, my schoolwork, my 
friends. Most of all my friends and how I 
spent the many evenings I was away 
from home 

My father had died a few years ago, 
and since then my mother had built a 


shell around herself. She took his sud- 
den death awfully hard and I knew that 
she still grieved for him. She worked 
during the week and on the week-ends 
when she was home she was always busy 
around the house, or she just sat and 
read her Bible. On Sundays she spent 
most of the day at church. When I spoke 
to her she answered, but her mind was 
never on the subject. I felt left out and 
miserable. It just didn’t seem to register 
with her that I needed her conversation. 
I wanted her to be firm in telling me 
when I could go out and when I could 
not. | wanted her to set a time limit on 
the hour that I should be back in the 


house. I wanted her to care whether I 


got good marks in my course book. I 
wanted her to be interested in me. After 
all | was her daughter. How I envied the 
kids at school who had strict parents! 
They fumed and fussed about being 
made to do certain things and thought 


that they should have more freedom, 
but I’d always say to myself: You don’t 
know how lucky you are that you’ve got 
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I was just another fixture around our house. 
Mother, in her sorrow, didn’t know I was alive, 
and my egghead sister couldn’t have cared less. 
No wonder I fell head over heels for the first 


boy who really paid some attention to me 


someone who cares what you do. 

My sister, Dora, was two years older 
than me and was a freshman in college. 
If I thought that my mother was indiffer- 
ent insofar as I was concerned, Dora was 
ten times worse. She was a real egghead 
in every sense of the word. She had a 
brilliant scholastic record in science and 
literature. They were not only her fa- 
vorite subjects, they were her whole life. 
Her head was forever stuck in a book, 
or she was at the library, and if not that 
there would be some of her friends at the 
house discussing the arts or some great 
scientist. 

Oh, I didn’t begrudge Dora her brain 
for being able to absorb those subjects, 
I only wished that we had more in com- 
mon. I only wished that she liked to 
dance, or sing, or wanted to go with me 
to a party once in awhile, that’s all. Or, 
if only we had been able sometimes to 
talk about the usual things that girls 
talk about, boys and clothes, and what 
we wanted out of married life and stuff 
like that. But there was no conversation 
with Dora, not the intimate kind; the 
kind that I needed the most. We were 
worlds apart. 

By the time that I was sixteen I gave 
up trying to get them to pay some atten- 
tion to me. The harder I tried, the more 
distant they became until I couldn’t 
stand it any longer. It was then that | 
struck up an acquaintanceship with 
Arlene Jordan. I felt flattered when she 
invited me to her house to listen to her 
records and to meet her friends. She ran 
around with a fast crowd, but the kids at 
school thought that they were much 
faster than they actually were. Sure, they 
drank cokes spiked with whiskey, they 
smoked, they did quite a bit of necking, 
but I had my first time to see any one 
of them get out of line and really do 


something bad like disappearing in an- 
other part of the house to neck or some- 
thing. 


WENT INTO THE kitchen and asked 

my mother if it would be all right if 
I went over to Arlene’s house for awhile 
to listen to some new records. 

“That sounds nice, Betty. Have a nice 
time.” And she went on ironing a white 
blouse, without even looking up once. 

For a moment I wanted to shout: 
“Why don’t you stop ironing just for a 
minute and ask me what time I'll be 
back. Why don’t you ask me if I finished 
my homework. Better still, why don’t you 
put your foot down and tell me I can’t 
go? If my father was alive I bet that he 
would care what I did. But I didn’t say 
anything. I just turned and left the 
kitchen, and she didn’t even know that 
I had gone. 

On the way out of the house I said to 
Dora, “See you later.” She waved her 
little finger at me. 

When Arlene opened the door that 
night her eyes were dancing. “Gee, I’m 
glad you made it. Come on in.” She had 
a cigarette in one hand, and she was 
wearing a darling black dress. She was 
a good looking girl and had a divine 
figure. She wore her hair shoulder-length 
and applied lots of make-up to a flawless 
skin. The boys never failed to whistle 
when she went by. But I didn’t think she 
was as bad as the kids said she was; 
just a little wild. I liked her because she 
had added a little happiness to my life 
that would otherwise be completely dull 
and uninteresting. 

“That’s a cute dress,” she said. “But 
you need a little more lipstick and a 
little eye-shadow wouldn’t hurt. Come on 
in the bedroom. I'll fix you up.” 

“What’s all the secrecy?” I asked. 
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“I’m dying of curiosity.” She smiled 

mysteriously. “Someone that you happen 
to like very much is in town.” 

“Come on,” I pleaded, “tell me.” 

“Let’s finish getting dressed first, 
huh? They'll be here soon.” She gig- 
gled a little. “Your date and mine.” 

“Are any of the others coming over?” 
I asked. I had never noticed the house 
being so empty before. 

“No,” she answered. “Tonight is spe- 
cial. Just for us.” 

For a moment I felt that old sick 
feeling. Everything sounded wrong. | 
shouldn’t be here. I should have been 
at home doing my homework. Here we 
were alone in the house, boys coming 
over, and Arlene had some wild scheme 
planned, I could tell the way that she 
was acting. I wanted to turn around and 
walk out. But then I thought, what did it 
matter? My mother didn’t seem to care 
where I spent my time or what | did. 
And I didn’t want Arlene to think that | 
was a drag. So I shook the feeling off 
and tried to catch the gaiety of her mood. 

We were both standing before the mir- 
ror putting on the final touches when the 
bell rang. I gave one last look at my eyes 
that sort of slanted and at my soft brown 
hair that framed my olive skin and noted 
that my figure was beginning to curve in 
the right places and decided that I wasn’t 
bad at all. 


yo ARLENE opened the door | 
could have flipped. My date was 

none other than her cousin, Tommy E]- 
roy. He was a sophomore at college and 
the answer to any girl’s prayer, the living 
end. He had a charming personality, 
stood six feet, weighed about one-hun- 
dred and eighty pounds, had black curly 
hair and beautiful white teeth. | had had 
a crush on him for as long as I had 
known Arlene. He was twenty years old 
and thought that | was still a kid so he 
had never paid me the slightest attention. 
But now he said to Arlene. “You don’t 
mean to tell me that this cute chick is 


In Tommy’s arms I 
came alive, aware 
of all the dreams 


that love can bring 








your little friend, Betty?” 

Arlene laughed and said, “That’s her 
in the flesh.” 

To me she said, “See, didn’t I tell you 
that you were in for a big surprise?” 

Her date was Andy Rogers, a young 
man who was a frequent visitor at her 
house. He always seemed like a nice guy, 
sort of quiet, with average looks. Arlene 
seemed to like him much better than any 
of the other guys who hung around. He 
had already graduated from high school 
and was working in his father’s drug 
store and owned his own car. 

We went down to the rumpus room, 
selected a stack of records, spiked a coke 
apiece, and made ourselves comfortable 
on the couch. After awhile Arlene and 
Andy got up to dance. Tommy moved 
closer to me on the couch, and taking 
one of my hands in his he said: 


“Gosh, it’s really good to see you 
again, Betty. You’ve grown into an aw- 
fully pretty girl.” His dark eyes gazed 
intently into mine. I felt my face flush 
and to cover my embarrassment | 
smoothed my skirt with my free hand, 
and asked, “Are you home on a vaca- 
tion?” 

“Well, sort of. You see, I volunteered 
for the Air Force and I came home to 
spend a week or two with the folks,” he 
explained. In the next breath he said, 
“Come on, let’s dance to this one.” 

I slid in his arms and felt sad that he 
was leaving for the service, because now 
I felt as though I would never get to 
really know him. 

Dancing with Tommy was pure heav- 
en. I just closed my eyes and glided 
along. The sound of his voice brought 
me back to (Continued on Page 51) 
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lt started as a simple case of mistaken identity, 
but it didn’t end until it had affected the 


lia " everyone I knew. Even now, it goes on 


‘This will probably sound crazy to you,’ 
Ted said nervously, ‘but sometimes you 
don’t seem like my sister at all.’ Our 
eyes met full force then, and suddenly 
! realized the truth: that what I felt 


for Ted was not a brother-sister love! 


STOOD AT THE window of our 

ranch home watching for them—Ted 
and his family—as I’d done so many, 
many times. Ted, Ellen and the three 
children were coming over for the holi- 
day season, and Father and I had been 
making plans for weeks. I looked around 
at the living room, now, and through 
the doors into the other part of the 
house. The furniture gleamed dully, 
richly, and everywhere showed the hand 
of someone who really cared. I was very 
proud of my home, and my reflection in 
the mirror over the mantel reassured me 
that I looked in every way the part of 
mistress of the house—my hair brushed 








severely back forming a neat bun at the 
nape of my neck, plain grey velvet dress, 
with high neckline relieved only a little 
by the white lace, diamond rings spar- 
kling on my fingers, and in the brooch 
around my neck. I| straightened my 
shoulders, and practiced the thin, re- 
served smile I’d worn for so many years. 

My attention was quickly drawn back 
to the window, though, as I heard the 
sound of a car approaching. This time 
it was Ted, and, as I watched him get 
out of the car and walk around to open 
the door for the others, the old, familiar 


ache began again. Ted, oh, Ted, my 
heart cried, why did it have to be this 


way? For a moment, I relaxed my rigid 
guard. For a moment, I let myself drink 
in the sight of the only man I had ever, 
could ever, have loved, the only man in 
the world I could never, ever have had 
for my own. It all came rushing back to 
me, then, back so many, many years, 
back to the time of the lie, the great 
ca: 6c 

Long train trips were a nuisance which 
I heartily disliked, and from New York 
to southern California by way of coach 
seat wasn’t going to be any picnic. How- 
ever, this was to be a new life, a begin- 
ning, and my high hopes would make 
the trip seem short. 


I felt, suddenly, both happy and sad, 
thinking of my “freedom.” At 24, I had 
no ties, not a single living relative to 
my knowledge, no responsibilities and 
no debts. Sometimes it was nice like this 
—sometimes it was lonely. There had 
never been anyone but my great Aunt 
Agatha, who had reared me in a small 
town in upstate New York. She’d always 
said we were the last of the family, and 
stubbornly clamped her lips into a thin 
disapproving line whenever I asked ques- 
tions. Now, Aunt Agatha was dead, and 
I was really alone. When I realized I 
was on my own, and could do what | 
wanted for the (Continued on Page 65) 
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There’s one thing 
about marrying young: 
you have a lifetime 

to be sorry for it. 

Or so it seemed. 

But I wasn’t going 

to waste my life on a 
two-bit budget. Not 
when all I had to do 


was walk out 
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HEN I RAN AWAY from home at 

sixteen and married Joe Robertson, 
my folk were terribly disappointed in 
me. They had planned on my finishing 
high school and going on to college. | 
was an only child and they had pinned 
all their hopes on me. But I was a com- 
pletely spoiled, selfish brat, and I didn’t 
even think about what I was doing to 
them—or to Joe. All I knew was I was 
tired of studying, tired of school, tired 
of people telling me what to do. Joe was 
twenty-four, and crazy about me. I was 
wild about him too, then, and the idea 
of a cute little apartment, and just Joe 
and I together was simply too exciting 
to resist. I called mother on the tele- 
phone and when I told her I was mar- 
ried she started crying. 

“Oh, Mother, don’t take on so,” I said. 
“Joe and I love each other. He can take 
care of me. We'll come for a visit as 
soon as we get a chance.” 

My folk liked Joe. It was just that 
they thought I was too young. Joe had 
been reluctant to run away and marry, 
but I knew how badly he wanted me, 
and I knew how to persuade him. Finally 
my folk gave us their blessing, and | 
could tell Joe felt much better about 
things after that. 

“We'll prove to them we can make a 
go of it,” Joe said, smiling at me, and | 
smiled back, proud of this handsome 
guy who was my husband. There wasn’t 
any doubt in my mind. We were in love. 
That was all that mattered. 

We found a motel that night, and 
when we signed the register as Mr. and 
Mrs. Joseph Robertson I felt my pulse 
pounding in excitement. Once inside the 
room I ran to Joe and threw myself into 
his arms. His eyes were warm with love 
as he looked at me. 

“Oh, Sherry baby,” 
“I’m the luckiest guy in the world. You 
won't be sorry—I promise you.” 


he whispered. 


“Joe—I love you,” I whispered back. 
“| just want to be with you. That’s all 
I want in the whole world.” 

His arms tightened around me, and 








1 couldn’t- marry Ben, in my heart I knew it. But when I tried to tell him, he 


was like a child, crying and pleading with me to change my mind. When he 
tried to kiss me, I pulled away roughly, the shudder vibrating through my body. 


his lips pressed hard on mine. I felt my 
heart beating wildly, and my desire 
flamed up, wanting him with a hurting 
ache. Always before he had held back, 
been the one to stop in time. Now there 
was no reason to stop. He was my hus- 
band. He picked me up gently then and 
carried me to the bed. I reached up and 
pulled him down to me, and I could feel 
his body trembling. The hard lean- 
ness of him sent shivers of excitement 
through me. 

“Oh, Lord, you're beautiful,” he 


sighed, and then there were no more 


RYTHI 


words, only the sensation of ecstasy that 
lifted us out of this world into a new 
one of sheer enchantment. I knew that I 
had been right in talking Joe into get- 
ting married. If we could love like this, 
nothing could ever come between us. . . 

The next day we found a small apart- 
ment, and settled our few belongings. 
Then we went to the supermarket and 
bought groceries. I had never done much 
shopping, and Joe picked out most of 
the things for us. He would tease me 
when I took some item from the shelf 


we had no real use for. 

















































“We'll have to watch it a little until 
I find work,” he said quietly. “I don’t 
have too much money saved.” 


“Tl learn,” I smiled. “Just give me 


a little time.” 


““Well—we don’t have much time— 
only a lifetime,” he grinned back at me, 
and I reached up and kissed him on the 
cheek. He blushed, but he squeezed my 
hand to show me how much he loved 


me 


ff" )R THE FIRST few weeks we lived 

in paradise. I really tried to learn 
how to keep house and cook. Some of 
my ventures were a scream, but Joe 
would laugh, and tease me, and he was 
never cross. When I bought things we 
didn’t need, he would explain patiently 
just how much money he made at the 
factory where he had found work, just 
how much he wanted to save each pay- 
day toward a home of our own someday. 
| tried honestly to absorb the figures. 
But then I’d see some adorable blouse I 


simply « 


self | 


uldn’t resist. I would tell my- 
could jiggle the budget somehow 
to work it in, but I always ran out of 
money 


| had never questioned spend- 
before. My folk made good 


ing money 


money and had been able to afford most 
anything | wanted. Joe would scold me 
gently, but | could always kid him out 
of being mad for very long. And our 
marriage was still wonderful, our love- 
making as exciting as ever. 

When we had been married six 
months we went home for a visit. My 
parents welcomed us with open arms, 
and seemed pleased that we were getting 


on so well 
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Dad even offered to give us 


I should never have started going out 


with Ben. We didn’t bat in the same league. 


Besides, there I was still a married 
woman. But that didn’t stop Ben. And, 
in the end, it didn’t stop me, either. 


There wasn’t anything at all to stop us 


some money for a wedding present, but 
Joe refused. 

“It’s good of you, sir,” he told Dad, 
“but I want to take care of Sherry my- 
self. It’s my job now.” 

I think dad respected him for it, but 
I was put out with him. 

“Why did you refuse the money, 
Joe?” I asked on the way home. “We 
could have used it, and he has plenty.” 

“I make enough for us to live on,” 
he said. “We don’t need any help.” 

“But we could have bought some 
things. I saw a darling coat we can’t 
possibly afford—” 

“Sherry,” he interrupted me. “You 
knew I wasn’t rich when you married 
me. You've got three perfectly good 
coats . . . lots more than some women. 
When you need a new coat we'll get you 
one. It’s time you began to learn a little 
about economizing.” 

I was put out with him. For the first 
time he didn’t seem as romantic or ex- 
citing. The feeling passed, but more and 
more it would crop up. Because as the 
months passed, and we had been mar- 
ried over a year, Joe began to nag at 
me. He thought I should begin to learn 
how to manage better. He didn’t want 
to go out as much, and I was bored with 
sitting home all day. We began to quar- 
rel now and then, and when I tried to get 
around him with cuddling up to him it 
didn’t work as well as it used to. I be- 
gan to think back on school, and the 
dances and parties, and all the kids still 
running around. And now it didn’t seem 
so bad. This marriage business was fine, 
but it had its drawbacks. 

Our first real quarrel was over having 


a baby. | was seventeen then, and Joe 
wanted to start a family. But I wanted 
no part of it then. We had a long time 
ahead of us. I felt he was rushing things 
to want a child so soon. We never did 
settle the question, but Joe kept bringing 
it up. 

“Having a baby would settle you 
down, Sherry, help you grow up. It 
would keep you busy, and happy.” 

“But why do I have to settle down so 
at seventeen?” I asked. “I’ve got years 
to settle down and grow up. We're hav- 
ing fun, why can’t we go on like this?” 

He sighed and turned away. “Some- 
times I think you don’t even try,” he 
said, and he went into the bedroom and 
closed the door. When I finally crawled 
into bed beside Joe he lay without mov- 
ing. I could tell he was awake, but he 
didn’t try to touch me or kiss me. I was 
furious with him. He was beginning to 
act like an old man and he was only 
twenty-five. 

Things gradually got worse, and then 
Joe got laid off at the factory for six 
weeks. We began to draw on our sav- 
ings to live and it worried Joe. He 
watched me like a hawk all the time to 
make sure I didn’t spend one penny un- 
necessarily. It got deadly—we didn’t go 
out once in two months—and Joe just 
sat and worried. He wasn’t any fun 
any more, nothing was any fun. I felt 
trapped. When he finally went back to 
work he was worse than ever about sav- 
ing money. It finally got to be too much. 
I couldn’t take any more. We had been 
married two years then, and Joe was like 
an old man. I was sick of the sight of 
him, and finally one day I packed my 
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bags, wrote him a note, and left for 
home. I wasn’t ready at eighteen to live 
a lifetime of boredom. I was getting a 
divorce! 

My parents were horrified when I 
came home and told them I was divorc- 
ing Joe. They insisted I go back. 

“Look,” I told them. “I tried, but he’s 
stingy and selfish and no fun anymore. 
If you don’t want me here I’ll move out 
and get a job. But I’m not going back 
to him. Make up your minds.” 

When they saw I meant it, they in- 
sisted I stay at home with them, and so 
I unpacked and settled down in my own 
room again. It was lonesome at first, 
lying in bed alone. And in the nights I 
missed Joe. But I wouldn’t have gone 
back for anything. It was all too hope- 
less and dreary. 

Joe wrote me that first week, a cold, 
almost stern letter, telling me that when 
I was ready to come back he would be 
waiting. Maybe if he had come to me 
and told me he loved me, or asked me 
to try again, things might have been dif- 
ferent. But that cold, impersonal letter 
made me furious. And the next day I 
started divorce proceedings against him. 


FTER A MONTH I began to be 

bored at home, so I found a job. It 
was fun working in an office of Mad- 
dox Products. Benjamin Maddox Sr. 
was dead now, and his daughter and son 
ran the business. But everyone in town 
knew Sarah Maddox was the real brains 
behind the operation. I had seen Ben 
Jr. and known him slightly all my life. 
But he was older and in a different 
crowd as I grew up and I never knew 
him well. He had a reputation for being 
wild and unsteady, but his family’s 
money had always gotten him out of 
scrapes. Sarah was eight years older 
than Ben and she had been more like a 
mother to him than a sister. She adored 
her kid brother. 

I saw Sarah quite often coming in in 
the morning, neatly dressed, her hair 
drawn back in a plain style, her horn 
rimmed glasses making her stern look- 
ing. But she always had a pleasant smile 
for everyone and people really liked her. 

I had worked there about two months 
when Ben first noticed me. He stopped 
by my desk one morning, and leaned 
over. 

“The face is familiar,” he grinned, 
leaning awfully close. 


“And so are you,” I said tartly. 

He laughed then. “Saucy, aren’t you. 
Don’t I know you? I’m sure I’ve seen 
you before.” 

“I’m Sherry Robertson . 
ly Sherry Parker.” 

“Of course. You were just a kid last 
time I saw you. And now a married 


. . former- 


woman—worse luck.” 
“I’m in the process of being un-mar- 
ried,” I said, and I saw new interest 


leap into his eyes. 

“Do girls in the process of being un- 
married ever go out on dates with eligi- 
ble bachelors?” he asked, his eyes twin- 
kling. 

I didn’t know what to say. The thought 





It seemed as if I were 
living a nightmare, 
being married to Joe 
and involved with Ben 
at the same time 


of dating someone else seemed strange 
for a moment. 

“Why ...I1... 1 don't know,” I 
stammered, and he laughed. “It’s done 
all the time,” he said lightly. “I was 
thinking of dinner, and dancing—do 
you good.” 

Suddenly I wanted to go. It had been 
a long time since I had had fun like that, 
and it would be wonderful to dress up 
and feel gay again. 

“It sounds just like the treatment | 
need,” I said matching his light tone. 

“Good, I'll call for you at eight. You 
still live on Elm?” 

I nodded, and he walked on into the 
office. I felt light hearted for the first 


time in months. He was a nice looking 
man, tall and slight of build, with laugh- 
ing brown eyes. He had an easy grace, 
and an assurance that made him seem 
glamorous. What a catch he would be, I 
thought. | 

I was hesitant about telling my folk 
I had a date. I felt they wouldn’t ap- 
prove, and they didn’t. 

“A woman who isn’t divorced yet has 
no business dating,” my father said 
sternly, and mother nodded agreement. 

“Well, what am I supposed to do, sit 
here and rot?” I cried indignantly. 

In the end I won as usual, but they 
were still against the idea. Ben arrived 
at eight sharp, spoke politely to my par- 
ents, and then we left. He was driving a 
sports car, and it still smelled new. It 
was pure heaven to ride in style. We 
went to the best dinner club in town, and 
had the most expensive steaks on the 
menu. Ben was crazy acting, and we 
laughed a lot during dinner. He was so 
different than Joe, I thought . . . and 
for a moment the thought of Joe hurt. 

“Come back little Sherry,” Ben said, 
noticing my far away mood. “I miss 
you.” 

I laughed then—no sense in getting 
nostalgic. Ben was a wonderful dancer, 
and we floated around the floor. I could 
feel admiring eyes on us, and I knew we 
were a good looking couple. I had de- 
veloped into a real woman during my 
two years of marriage, my figure was 
full and rounded, and I knew I looked 
good and it made me feel good. We had 
a marvelous time that night. When Ben 
left me at the door he kissed me warmly. 

“Tt was swell, Sherry,” he said. “Let’s 
do it again soon.” 

After that I was with Ben an awful 
lot. We went dancing and played tennis 
and swam. I went to parties in homes 
I had never been in, and rubbed elbows 
with people I had only known about be- 
fore. It was exciting and opened up a 
new kind of life to me. One I felt | 
could have for myself if I wanted it. 


EN WASN’T always as gay as that 
first night, I soon found out. He was 
often moody, and would fall into silent 
spells for no reason that I could see. It 
surprised me at first, but I soon got used 
to them and didn’t think much about it. 
I was afraid Sarah would object to 
Ben seeing so much of me. One night 
he took me (Continued on Page 60) 
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the sounds: the rumble of 
anguished sob, the witch’s 
then the awful silence— 


dreadful than the noise. 





A woman’s home should be her castle, they say. 


But mine wasn’t that way at all. It was just a 


wretched house of tears where misery dwelt. It 


would stay that way—as long as she was there: 


! 


HOUSE 
OF MISERY 


KAY. BEATRICE, LET’S HAVE IT,” my husband spoke 
from his lawn chair. “You’ve had that look on your 
face for weeks, and | think I’ve been married to you long 
enough to know when something’s eating you. What is it?” 
I brushed back a wisp of hair from my eyes and looked 
up at him silently for a moment. His ruggedly handsome face 
was the picture of innocence, and for an instant | almost felt 
sorry for him. But this was something that had to be settled 
sometime. and there was no use putting it off any further. 
“I was wondering if you were ever going to notice.” | said 
slowly. “I haven’t said anything to you about it before be- 
cause she’s your mother and | know you love her.” 

Bob raised up in his chair, his eyes becoming defensive. 
“What’s wrong?” he asked. 

“It’s little things, Bob.” | told him rather hesitantly. “Un- 
important things that aren’t even worth discussing—but they 
bother me very much. They—they make me feel—well—ill 
at ease.” He pulled me to him until | was sitting upon his 
knee. “What things, darling?” he asked softly. “What does 
mother do?” I honestly don’t believe there is another man in 
| the whole wide world who could call a woman “darling” the 


way my husband does. His voice, low pitched and husky, 
made me think of divine things whenever he spoke. But when 
he called me darling, | practically tingled all over, even after 
two years of marriage. 

I took a deep breath and smoothed out a wrinkle in my 
print dress. Inwardly | was fighting to retain my composure 
before answering him. “She refers to everything as being 
yours.” | croaked miserably. “Bob’s house. Bob’s furniture. 
Bob’s this, and Bob’s that. And she looks at me as if I’m 
just a stick in the mud—just something that’s in the way.” 

A heavy sigh of relief erupted from his thin lips and he 
squeezed my shoulders affectionately. 

“Maybe Mother is getting crabby in her old age.” he 
laughed. “From your attitude just now | thought you two 
were scratching each other’s eyes out.” 

“No,” I replied. “it’s not as bad as that. Not yet anyway. 
But I have an ominous feeling it will get worse unless you 
speak to her.” 

“Okay sweetheart,” he murmured sweetly, “I’ll speak to 
her. But be a little patient with her. She’s old and she’s tired. 
And she’s badly in need of a lot of understanding. Do that 
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MY HOUSE OF MISERY 


Bob was always sticking up for his mother, saying how hard she worked 
to care for him as a child. Well, all I knew was, she was in my way 


for my sake, will you, darling?” I could 
feel the warm glow stealing over my face 
as he pulled my head down to him until 
our lips met in a tender lingering kiss. 
“All right, Bob,” I breathed, “I will.” I 


went into the house to check on little 
Anton, our thirteen-month-old son. As I 
passed my mother-in-law’s room I could 
hear her deep breathing that comes with 
restful slumber. 

30b’s mother was fifty-three years old 
and had lived with us since we were mar- 
ried. She was a rather plump woman, 
with brown hair rapidly becoming gray 
and she suffered from a stiffness of the 
joints that made it rather difficult for 
her to walk. She had lived with us be- 
cause Bob said she had no place else to 
go. And she hadn’t liked me, I felt, from 
the start. Maybe it was because Bob was 
her only son and her only companion 
since the death of his father eleven years 
ago, and she didn’t care to share him 
with anyone. Or maybe she didn’t think 


{ was good enough for him. No mother 
But we had never hit it off 


ever does 


and there had never been even a whisper 
of warmth between us. It wasn’t until lit- 
tle Anton was born that our animosity 
became worse. I could never get to the 
crib to care for my baby without her 
being there first, supervising, giving in- 
structions and just plain getting in the 
way. And whenever I made a suggestion 
or tried to join in their small talk about 
what was best for little Anton, my feel- 
ings were never spared: a cold look; a 


scornful motion of the hand; a disdainful 
cutting through a serious moment 
like a knife blade. And all completely 
ed by my blameless undiscerning 


grunt 


unnotk 


husband. | must admit, though, that I 
returned her venom fully when the 
scorching flame of anger burned high 
within me. But now I was becoming con- 
cerned because | knew that bad things 
have a way of growing, like a small hate- 
ful weed left unchecked and transform- 
ing itself into a huge poisonous bush. 
Exactly what to do about it, though, I 


did not know. I would rather die than 
hurt my husband, but I knew something 
had to be done. I remembered Bob’s 
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promise a moment ago that he would 
speak to her and I began to feel better. 
I didn’t mind her living with us, not too 
much. But I definitely would not put up 
with her open hostility toward me. 

Little Anton was wet with perspira- 
tion as I bent over his bed. I dried him 
and made him comfortable. I kept look- 
ing for my mother-in-law to wake up and 
rush in to take over, but she did not 
wake. After Anton was asleep again I 
returned to my husband in the yard. Sit- 
ting once more upon his knee | pillowed 
my head upon his shoulder. The stars 
shining through the tops of the trees 
were suddenly very beautiful. If only 
things could have remained as lovely as 
they were that night. 


HE NEXT AFTERNOON I was set- 

ting the dinner table when my moth- 
er-in-law came and stood in the doorway. 
I was peeved at having to look all over 
the kitchen for almost everything | 
needed to prepare the food. Bob’s mother 
took such pride in her ability to arrange 
things neatly that I was almost always 
at a total loss in my own kitchen. I could 
see her now from the corner of my eye 
as she observed me silently for a mo- 
ment. I tried to ignore her as I went 
about my work. 

“Is something burning?” she asked 
flatly. “You’ve got your fire too high.” 

“Nothing is burning,” I answered, be- 
coming more peeved at her meddling. 
“It’s just the onion gravy that you smell. 
Bob likes it very brown.” 

“It tastes better when cooked slowly 
over a low fire,” she insisted, “it gives 
the ingredients a chance to mix thor- 
oughly.” 

“I know that, Mrs. King!” I replied 
curtly. I didn’t call my mother-in-law 
“Mother”. Not any more. The one time 
that I had tried when Bob and I were 
first married had brought surprising re- 
sults. She had recoiled as if suddenly 
struck in the face. She wanted only her 
son to call her that. 

“Just this once I am trying to rush 
things a bit,” I continued heatedly; 
“Bob’s due home at any minute.” 


“Haste makes a waste, I always say,” 
she blurted, making my face flush an- 
grily. “Start a minute early and save an 
hour. Besides all that smoke is going to 
ruin Bob’s kitchen and he works hard 
enough without having to come home 
and redecorate.” 

With an irritated flick of the wrist I 
turned off the eyelets on the stove and 
turned to face her, trying desperately to 
restrain myself from blowing up and 
screaming at her. She drew her plump 
body to its full height and her deeply 
lined face was the picture of contempt 
as she fingered the ball of greying hair 
at the back of her head and stared coldly 
at me. 

“That is not smoke!” I told her harsh- 
ly, realizing that I had failed miserably 
at restraining myself. “It’s steam from 
the potatoes. And it will settle on the 
kitchen walls, but it will come off easily 
with a damp cloth. And if you remember 
correctly, Mrs. King,” I added vehement- 
ly, “it was I and not your son who dec- 
orated my kitchen!” I purposefully em- 
phasized the words “my kitchen,” hop- 
ing fruitlessly to penetrate the stubborn 
wall of iron-willed resistance that she 
created around herself. 

“You see, Mrs. King,” I continued 
firmly, “you may not understand this, 
or even care to try, but I happen to love 
my husband. I have sense enough to 
realize he is not a work ox, and I am 
trying desperately to make his married 
life as light and as pleasant as I possibly 
can. But my efforts are greatly hindered 
by your presence here, especially when 
you constantly interfere into what would 
otherwise be a very happy home.” 

There! I had said it. I had been want- 
ing to say that for many months, and at 
last I had managed to spit it out. But 
then, looking at her, I realized that I 
might as well have been telling a tree not 
to grow, or asking the sun not to set. 

“Oh, I know you mean well, my dear,” 
she answered tartly. “But when one 
doesn’t know—” 

“My only concern is to please my hus- 
band,” I blurted in exasperation, cutting 
off her words, “and I have yet to hear 
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him complain about anything!” 

I heard the front door open and Bob’s 
voice booming through the living room. 

“Hellooo!” he called heartily. “Any- 
body home?” 

His mother whirled abruptly away 
from me and hastened to meet him. I 
hurriedly finished setting the table, try- 
ing desperately to make up for the time 
lost by his mother’s interruption. 

“Hi, Mom!” I heard him say. “How’s 
my sweetheart?” I knew he planted his 
usual kiss upon her cheek. With a cheery 
cooing hello to little Anton in the play 
pen upon the floor his footsteps came 
toward the kitchen. I tried laboriously 
to force a jovial, good-natured expres- 
sion to my face. 

“Hello, darling!” he cried, sweeping 
me up into his arms and whirling me 
around, kissing me tenderly and yet 
firmly. I clung to him tightly with my 
arms about his neck, feeling great waves 
of relief surge through my veins, calm- 
ing my pent up emotions. 

“We got that raise today,” he blurted 
excitedly, holding me at arm’s-length and 
gazing happily into my eyes. “Twelve 
cents an hour more, and without a strike 
this time. The first time the company 
ever gave more than a nickel without a 
walkout. Two more paid holidays and a 
two percent bonus twice a year too. 
That’s something, isn’t it, darling? Took 
a six-week strike to get a seven-cent raise 
the last time!” 

“Why, Bob, that’s wonderful!” I ex- 
claimed, feeling myself caught up in his 
excitement and, for the moment, almost 
forgetting about the bickering his mother 
and I had engaged in a few moments 
ago. “That raise and the bonus will cer- 
tainly be welcome.” 

I slipped out of his arms and smiled: 
“I'd better get on with your dinner.” 

I glanced over his shoulder at his 
mother standing once more in the door- 
way. She was smiling now. “I got off to 
a slow start,” I laughed up at him. “And 
I don’t want to lose my place in my 
husband’s heart because of an empty 
stomach.” 

Then I gave him a serious and know- 
ing look and added, “And besides I am 
sure you and your mother have some- 
thing to talk about.” 

“What—? Ah—er—, yes of course,” 
he stammered, his eyes clouding slightly. 


AM THE WHILE I was hastily get- 


ting dinner I strained my ears to 


I could see hazy figures moving about 
dimly in a great room; dejected, pitiful 
remnants of human beings like myself. 


catch most of their conversation. I could 
see my mother-in-law sitting upon the 
couch in the living room. Bob had taken 
little Anton from the play pen and was 
bouncing him upon his chest from a 
prone position on the floor at his moth- 
er’s feet. To me she seemed to grin down 
at him with smug satisfaction, like an old 
cat that had just rid herself of the itch. 

“Did you eat well today, dear?” I 
heard her ask him. 

“Of course, Mother.” 
making comical faces at little Anton and 
taking delight in seeing his son attempt- 
ing to return his funny expressions. 


he answered, 


“Do they have good cooks at the com- 
pany cafeteria?” she questioned insist- 
ently, and I could not help but feel that 
she asked him that for my benefit, or 
rather to add to my displeasure, for I 
was certain she knew I could hear what 
was being said. Confused and angry, I 
nearly dropped the large platter of steak 
I was carrying to the table. His next 
words made my heart warm toward him 
though, and I felt my ire melting some- 
what as he seemed to catch on to what 
his mother was up to. 

“They’re pretty fair cooks, Mother,” 
he laughed, he (Continued on Page 55) 
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I watched my mother go through all that 
jazz of marriage and suffering and doing 
without, and my mind has been made up 


ever since. It’ll never happen to me 


I Won't 
Be 
Trapped 


By Love 


E WERE PARKED NEAR THE lagoon in Elmwood Park, the favor- 
ite necking spot for young lovers in Omaha. Paul had the top of his 
Chevvy convertible down and his arm was resting along the back of the 
cushion, but he knew better than to try necking with me. When Paul and 
I went to that spot we did nothing but talk—that is, he talked, and mostly 
about one subject. 
“Sarah,” he was saying, “I’ve been asking you to marry me practically 
all my life.” 
“And I’ve been saying no for as long as I can remember.” | replied 
wearily. 
“Just the same,” Paul said. “I’m asking you again.” 
“Please, Paul, not tonight. I’m beat. We took inventory down at the 
store today and they ran my legs off.” I smoked in silence for a moment, 
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Not all girls are like 
me, I suppose. Some 
of them like being 
treated like dirt 
under a man’s feet. 


Girls like that 
deserve what they get 


had a profitable trucking and hauling 
business, and people were no longer 
laughing at him. 

He still couldn’t read much and could 
barely write his name but, as folks said 
enviously, he could still sign his name to 
checks that were bigger than most of us 
had even seen. Despite his wealth, there 
was never anything hincty about Eddie 
Wynn. He remodeled his house, but he 
stayed in the old neighborhood among 
the people he had always known. 

Eddie had put all his hopes on his only 
son, Paul. But it seemed that Eddie had 
used so much strength and ambition to 
get where he was there was none left over 
for the son. Paul always had everything 
he wanted—clothes, money, toys, the 
best of everything—but he could never 
make up his mind what he wanted to do 
in life. He was a nice kid, but he had 
no push. 

After barely managing to get through 
high school and flunking out of a couple 
of colleges, Paul settled down to a minor 
job in his father’s office. He seemed con- 
tented with that. And he seemed content 
with being with me, knowing how I felt 
about him, even though there were plenty 
of girls around who would gladly have 
gone out with him. 

“Are you in love with anybody else?” 
Paul asked, breaking the silence. 

“No,” I lied. But then, maybe it wasn’t 
a lie. I didn’t know for sure. Fred 
Mason didn’t know, either. My feeling 


for Fred was still just a vague stirring 
in my heart. 

Still, a part of me had the uncom- 
fortable feeling that I was not telling 
Paul the complete truth when I said there 
was no other man in the picture. 

“All right,” said Paul, “in that case, 
you've got to marry me. It’s my only 
out.” 

There was something new in Paul’s 
voice. | gawked at him. “What do you 
mean, got to marry you?” I asked, 
puzzled. 

He looked away. 
Sarah.” 

“Again?” I said drily. 

“This isn’t something small like a 
speeding ticket or a fight in a bar, 
Sarah,” he said soberly. “Oh, I know 
what people say about me, that I’m 
Eddie Wynn’s spoiled brat, that I’m no 
good. Well, what they say is true and 
maybe you think the same way, but you 
don’t show it. You’re not always rub- 
bing it in what a heel I am.” 

I was moved by his unexpected frank- 
ness. “Just because I don’t love you 
doesn’t mean I don’t like you, Paul,” I 
said softly. “Now that you mention it, I 
guess it’d be hard for anybody to live up 
to Eddie’s reputation.” 

Paul gave a bitter laugh. “You can 
say that again! But I guess I never really 
tried very hard.” 

My thoughts went to Eddie, a big giant 
of a man, handsome and vigorous at 50 
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as a man half his age. Just the other 
morning he had been leaving his house 
as I was on my way to the bus. 

“Hey, there, Chippie,” Eddie called, 
using his favorite name for me. “Going 
my way?” 

“Your way is my way,” I replied, “es- 
pecially when you’re driving that big 
Cadillac!” 

Eddie laughed as he helped me into 
the car. “A fine looking girl like you 
could have a car like this for herself,” 
he said. 

“Then Id have to hold down two jobs 
just to buy gas for it!” 

Eddie snorted and tossed me an ad- 
miring glance. “Work? Honey, the man 
lucky enough to get you wouldn’t let you 
lift a finger! He couldn’t help but treat 
you like a queen.” 

I smiled and sank back in the cush- 
ion. “You sure know how to make a girl 
feel good. Thanks, Eddie.” 

“I ain’t trying to jive you, Chippie,” 
he said earnestly. “You can have a car, 
a house and anything else you want if 
you'd marry Paul and—” 

“Please, Eddie,” I broke in, “let’s not 
go into all that again.” 

He fell silent for a while, concentrat- 
ing on the traffic as we headed down- 
town. As we neared the department store 
where I worked, Eddie said, “I’d love to 
have you for my daughter-in-law. My 
boy needs a good woman to make a man 
out of him. Maybe you'll change your 
mind one of these days.” 

Then, when he pulled up at the em- 
ployees’ entrance to let me out, he 
grinned and said, “I know one thing. 
If I was twenty—even fifteen—years 
younger, I’d be speaking for myself and 
not for my son. And I wouldn’t take 
‘no’ for an answer.” 

I hopped out and held the door open 
for a moment. “You know what, Eddie? 
If you were fifteen years younger, the 
answer wouldn’t be ‘no!’ ” 


OW, AS I waited for Paul to tell me 
what was on his mind, I was struck 
again by the difference between father 
and son. Whatever the trouble, if it had 
been Eddie, he would have faced it 
squarely and come up with some solu- 
tion, instead of pleading with some girl 
to help him out of a spot. 
Paul lit a cigarette and took a deep 
breath. “It’s a girl,” he said at last. “And 
before you say ‘It serves you right,’ I’m 
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not guilty! 


“Who is she, Paul?” I asked. 

“That’s the hell of it. I hardly know 
her. Some girl up on Lake Street . . . 
just a tramp.” 

“That’s pretty serious, getting a girl 
into trouble even if she is a tramp,” 
I said. 

“But I didn’t!” he protested. “Look, 
I’m not pretending to be an angel. I’ve 
beat around with a lot of girls. But so 
help me, I never even touched this girl.” 

Paul went on to tell me how he’d been 
out with a wild bunch one night and the 
party ended up at an after-hours joint. 

“T passed out, and the next morning I 
woke up in one of the upstairs rooms,” 
Paul explained. 

“And the girl was there too,” I said 
flatly. 

Paul ran his hand over his face. “Yes, 
damn it! I can’t deny that she was there, 
and I can’t prove I didn’t touch her.” 

“Even if what you say is true, where 
do I come in?” 

“Don’t you see? If I were married I 
can buy her off. But as long as I’m 
single, she’ll hold out for marriage. Not 
because she loves me, but because Dad 
has money. Oh, she’s got it all worked 
out, practically admitted to me that’s 
what is on her mind.” 

I stared at him. “Why me?” I asked. 
“Why don’t you go marry one of the nice 
little girls who’ve been chasing after you 
ever since high school?” 

He turned to me savagely. “I'll tell 
you why! For one thing, I don’t want to 
marry anybody else. It’s you or nobody 
for me. And I’m asking you because it 
wouldn’t mean anything to you, anyway. 
Right?” 

He grabbed my arm in his eagerness. 
“You’ve always said you had no use for 
marriage, that men are no good. So 
you'd be doing me a favor and making 
Dad happy, too. He’s crazy about you, 
you know that, Sarah.” 

“It wouldn’t be much of a bargain for 
you,” I said dryly. “There’s more to 
marriage than a legal change of names.” 

“Don’t worry about me,” Paul said 
hurriedly. “You name the terms—your 
own room, your own apartment if you 
want it that way. I won’t touch you. If 
you want to keep on working at Stearn’s, 
it’s okay with me.” 

Paul rattled on, pleading, offering me 
all sorts of inducements. It was all a bit 
too much for me to grasp. “I-I don’t 
know, Paul,” I said finally. “I’ve got to 
think this over.” 


“T’ve got to know in the next day or 
so,” Paul said ruefully. “The girl’s 
threatening to go to Dad. And you know 
what'll happen—he’ll make me marry 
her. He'll hate it, but he’ll make me 
do it.” 

“T’'ll let you know—soon,” I promised. 

Silently, he switched on the motor and 
started up. We drove slowly home, 
neither of us speaking. I was glad Mom 
was already in bed when I got home. I 
undressed quickly and hopped into bed 
and lay there staring at the ceiling, think- 
ing. I thought about my life. 


| ere MOST of my life I’'d hated the 

whole idea of love and marriage. As 
I saw it, marriage meant prison for a 
woman. I like to call things by their 
right names. My father was a bum. I 
don’t know why he ever married my 
mother at all. Maybe I was the reason— 
I came a bit sooner than they expected, 
if they expected me at all. 

I remember spending the nights of my 
childhood listening to my mother cry in 
the next room, either because my father 
was out boozing and chasing other 
women, or because he was home boozing 
and fighting with her. In the end, I 
guess the booze and the women killed 
him, for one night they found him dead 
in the alley behind a bar. I hated him so 
much I couldn’t bring myself to shed a 
tear at his funeral. 

I pitied Mom. She never stood up and 
fought back. All she did was cry when 
Dad was alive and then cry when he was 
dead. If she’d ever had any spirit, being 
married to my father had drained it out 
of her. Even after he was gone, Mom 
was just as helpless as before. She didn’t 
know how to earn a living or to get her- 
self another man or take any joy in her 
new freedom. 

I made up my mind early in life that 
I'd never let anything like that happen 
to me. I’d stand on my own two feet. 
I’d need no other man or woman to earn 
my living for me; I'd never let myself 
be trapped by love. Not me. Not Sarah 
Giles. 

After Dad’s death, I had to take his 
place around the house. I went to work 
after school, but I was determined to fin- 
ish my education. Mom just seemed to 
back away from our problems and let me 
take over. I paid the rent and argued 
with the landlord over the services. I 
made up the shopping lists and budgeted 
our pitiful in- (Continued on Page 78) 
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Viany a young girl makes that one big mistake 







for what, to her, seems like the best reason 
in the world. But here’s what she should know 


What Makes A 





Re 


by Ann Perkins 
Y SOCIETY’S DEFINITION, from 


time immemorial, when a single girl 
“crosses the line,” or enters into a sexual 
relationship without marriage, she is 
called a “bad girl.” In spite of the fact 
that we are cautioned not to judge 
others, this is the reaction of society, her 
family and her friends. Unfortunately. 
far too few people seem to realize that 
there may be reasons why a girl steps 
across the line. On the other hand, of 
course, we cannot commend or approve 
an act that is contrary to socially-accept- 
ed standards, and will inevitably work 
against the health and happiness of the 
girl involved. We can only beg for a 
better understanding of each individual 
case, by society, and by the girl herself. 
For example, take the case of Mary L.. 
who was not a particularly attractive 
girl, nor was she capable of being really 
friendly with people, a part of the gang. 
The fact that her mother was a social 
butterfly and the exact opposite of Mary 
did not help the girl’s loneliness. When 
Bobby J. came along and told her she 
was wonderful, and many other lovely 
things besides, she melted into his arms, 
quite certain that he was some sort of 
god. When his lovemaking became more 
intense, when he began to do what 
came naturally, Mary’s “But, Bobby, we 
shouldn’t—don’t, Bobby—,” was weak 
and uncertain. A few warm reassurances 
from Bobby. a soft, “I love you baby.” — 
just words, with no meaning—and Mary 
and Bobby had entered the adult world 
of sex. For Mary, afterwards, there was 
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confusion, worry, fears of many kinds. 
For Bobby? Well. for obvious reasons 
the aftermath of sex is not the same for 
boys as for girls. Later, he drifts away 
from her and does not come back. Why, 
she asked herself, why did I do it? She 
has a reason—loneliness—a reason. not 
an excuse. 

Annis K., a pretty college freshman 
who was anxious to belong, to do the 
right thing and be with the right people 
on campus, accepted invitations from 
Tommy R., a “wheel,” a junior. an ex- 
citing young man with a simply divine 
convertible. There were wonderful, crazy 
rides and parties with a wonderful, crazy 
gang of young people. There was a lot 
of drinking, always—too much, but 
everybody else did it. Fun and hilarity 
were the keynotes—tricking the dormi- 
tory matrons, staying out late, little trips 
over to Junction City. Annis K. didn’t 
even know when it happened! There was 
the memory of whirling lights, dancing, 
one drink after another, going along 
with the gang to somebody’s house. Then 
it was all fuzzy in between, and then only 
the memory of Tommy’s arms, first 
warm and tender, then crushing her to 
him. She was lying down some place. 
Her head was whirling— 

When Annis woke up the next morn- 
ing, in a strange bed in a strange house, 
with Tommy lying beside her, she sat 
bolt upright, a scream on her lips: 
“Tommy! Tommy, what happened? Did 
we—” 

Tommy, slowly wakening, turned 
sleepily toward her, and reached out. She 
had only to look at his eyes, and she 
knew. 

Oh, no, oh no! Annis cries inwardly. 
Why? Why did I do it? But it’s done 
then. She has a reason—wrong crowd, 
fast cars, drinking, doing what every- 
body else is doing—a reason, not an 
excuse. 

It is not always the girl who is reject- 
ed. When the situation is the other way 
around, she may still suffer equal un- 
happiness. Margot C. had always been 
a strong-willed girl, much like her force- 
ful father. Heavy parental restrictions 
prevented her from many youthful, inno- 
cent pleasures. When she and quiet 
Jimmy N. fell in love, Margot believed 
this was the answer to all her problems. 
Her first experience with sex was dis- 
appointing, however, and she became 
further disappointed in Jimmy’s attitude, 
his meekness. His adoring, “You're won- 
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This sensational half-price sale introduces the new family-size 
jar of NapINoLA DeLuxe Bleaching Cream—a big $2 jar that 
contains enough of this famous complexion-clearing cream to 
last three persons at least a month! (Or one person at least 
three months!) During this introductory period only, you can 
buy this big $2 jar for just $1! 

Chase away those bad-complexion blues! Don’t let a dull, 
dark skin rob you of romance. Don’t let big pores, blackheads, 
oiliness cheat you of charm. Try NADINOLA and see your skin 
become brighter, lighter and lovelier fast! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! This remarkable complexion- 
clearing ingredient of NapInoLA DeLuxe works deep down 
within the skin to cleanse and clear, brighten and lighten, 
smooth and soften. Nothing—absolutely nothing—will improve 
your complexion faster, in more different ways! 

And Nadinola's results are guaranteed, so even at half price 
you don’t risk a penny! But only a limited quantity is avail- 
able, so don’t delay—get yours right away—a $2 jar for $1. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 
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Your daintiness is assured 


when you use 


\lassengill. Powder 


for feminine hygiene 


ou'll feel dainty, refreshed and really clean after a Massengill 
Powder douche. Its fresh fragrance is appealing. Its scientific 
formula is carefully prepared to assure long-lasting cleansing, 
leodorizing, soothing protection. 
Doctors recommend Massengill Powder, and registered nurses 
ise it widely. They know it is safe and effective. 
Massengill Powder solutions 


are easy to prepare and non- Ask for 
staining. Try it today—and be —— a 
ure of personal cleanliness. aioe 

local 












What Makes A Bad Girl 


derful, Margot. Gee, I love you,” 
brought only scorn from her. Finally, 
unable to understand her own feelings, 
she told him, “Go away and leave me 
alone.” She had rejected him, but her 
loneliness and confusion were the same, 
only worse. 

Even if, as is frequently the case, the 
couple should eventually marry, this is 
no safeguard of happiness. Joe T. and 
his wife, Phyllis, had experimented some 
with sex before marriage. This was Joe’s 
favorite party joke. He “teased,” all in 
fun—and there is nothing more deadly 
than a certain kind of “harmless teas- 
ing.” When poor Phyllis would say, in 
embarrassment, “What we did before 
we were married is our business, Joe,” 
he’d only laugh and keep right on. 

There are many other reasons why 
girls step across the line. The overly 
strict parents, surprisingly enough, may 
so stifle a girl’s initiative, her enjoyment 
of life, that she may, out of simple des- 
peration or uncontrollable rebellion, take 
the wrong road. A small percentage of 
young girls, perhaps over-stimulated by 
the pace of today’s living and trends 
which emphasize sex, may feel that they 
have an actual need. Perhaps worst of 
all is the delusion that they “love” the 
boy, and are afraid they will “lose his 
love” if they don’t “give in.” 

If there are so many reason for it, 
what then, are the dangers in premarital 
sex? The same old story, many will say, 
but this is not so. It is as ever new as 
life itself, as ever new as each new young 
couple first meeting each other. 

First of all, sex with love should be 
and can be the most wonderful thing in 
the world, the highest peak of man- 
woman relationship. Without love, sex 
may be only animal passion, physically 
and emotionally degrading to both man 
and woman. And love, of course, in- 
cludes the desire to cherish and protect, 
to want the very best for the loved one. 
When a boy leads a young, innocent girl 
into a relationship that can have many 
terrible results for her, does he love her? 
Not hardly! Secondly, and the sophisti- 
cated will scoff and say this is academic, 
nevertheless it is still true: she may lose 
the boy’s respect, and respect for herself. 
Thus, she may bring about the very sit- 
uation she wishes to avoid—she may 
lose the boy. Men still have some plain, 
old-fashioned (Continued on Page 74) 
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SLIM 
ON 


What about that sweet 
tooth. and how do you 
eat sweets and_ stay 
slim? Turn to the next 
two pages for TAN tips 
on desserts that don’t 


fight your figure. 
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Sweets give you 






energy, but they 
also make you fat. 


Fight the battle 






of the bulge with 


a non-caloric type 














weetener if you 
want to eat your 
cake and keep your 
figure, too. Here 
are a few ideas to 
get you started in 


the right direction 








Maple Dessert Sauce 
Vaple Dessert sauce adds a glamorous low-calorie touch to 
e desserts. Easily made, it’s an excellent sauce over ice 
ake or pudding and can be served warm or chilled. 










Glamorous coffee dessert jelly makes just 17 calories per serving. Not only does it taste 
delicious, it has the delicate look of a shimmering French dessert. Make it in a towering 
mold, top with low-calorie cream, and serve with coffee. 


5 arsanpe WHEN SO many people are 

diet-conscious and doctors suggest 
that we eat less to stay healthy, we 
should try to turn our thoughts to foods 
that give us energy, yet are low in fat 
content. Almost everybody enjoys eat- 
ing desserts and other sweets and the 
rich concoctions displayed in restaurants 
or made at home are a great temptation 
to eat. 

Fortunately for weight-watchers, 
dreams of delightfully saucy desserts. 
not ruinous to the waistline, can come 
true. With the help of many calorie-free 
sweeteners now on the market, luscious 
desserts and dessert sauces can be pre- 





pared to fit any dieter’s calorie-reduction 
program. By replacing sugar with a 
non-caloric sweetener, you slash away 
unnecessary calories, yet have the nat- 
ural, tasting sweetness you like. 

We eat with our eyes, according to an 
old saying. So add a little glamour to 
simple desserts by making them in a 
beautifully shaped mold. If you have 
some unusual old tin or copper molds, so 
popular a generation or two ago, put 
them to use. And don’t overlook the 
many intriguingly designed molds to be 
found in shops today, for they’re well 
worth collecting. The best part is, many 
of the delicious concoctions to be made 





Hot Brandied Fruit 
For a low-calorie fruit dessert that has lots of flavor and color, try 
serving weight-watchers hot brandied fruit. Made with peaches, 
pears, cherries and apricots it contains 65 calories per serving. 








~ 





Orange Wine Cream 
Orange Wine Cream is @ rich-tasting party 
dessert. Made with gelatin and orange 

juice, it has 100 calories per serving. 


in a mold are calorie-shy and can be enjoyed 
even by the most determined weight-watcher with 
a clear conscience. Unflavored gelatin, the basis 
of so many spectacular molded desserts, pro- 
vides useful protein without extra calories. And 
further unnecessary calories can be subtracted 
from these desserts by replacing the sugar nor- 
mally used with one of the calorie-free sweeteners. 

Other enjoyable desserts are the ones made in 
a chafing dish. These are especially good for 
extra special little suppers or parties when noth- 
ing short of perfection is your aim. Members of 
the family who are not dieting will enjoy all of 
these luscious desserts just as well as those who 
must control their weight. 

TAN recipes are on Page 74. 


Baba Rum Sauce 
Baba Rum Sauce is a 
delightfully sweet and 
rich-tasting sauce that 
hardly knows the mean- 
ing of the word calorie. 


Spicy Cherry Sauce 
Spicy Cherry sauce is a 
clever way to dress up 
low-calorie pancakes 
filled with mild flavored 


cottage cheese. 


Apricot-Sherry Jelly 

Apricot-Sherry jelly is an impressive dessert when company comes. 

unusual finale to a meal can be prepared a day ahead of time. The party 
mold is garnished with apricot halves and lemon leaves. 
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l'o fall properly, long hair has to be shaped 
arefully, brushed daily and pinned nightly. 
Longer hair offers many ways for styling 
nd can be worn loosely or curled up 
tighter to suit personal tastes or needs. 





ChangeYour = = = 
“Hair Style 
_ to Fit Your 
PERSONALITY 





‘V4 HATEVER YOUR PERSONALITY TYPE, your hair- Long hair has a slight advantage over very short hair. 
| can complement it. Most of us have a variety of Pretty model Harlean Harris keeps her hair long so she can 
t] moods ranging from the debonair doll of the ball to the change it easily to frame her face in a variety of ways. 
practical homemaker of the moment. Hairdos that can be Curled softly on the end, it can be flipped over for a loose 
| styled differently and easily are best for most women. A over-curl roll, or brushed under for a pageboy. From ex- 
| swinging pony tail is out of place in a roomful of chic, perience she knows that it is wise to have a few tricks up 
| martly dressed women, but perfectly in keeping at a picnic her sleeve when managing her own hair, and the same ap- 
| or barbecue where casual clothes are the rule. Similarly, a plies to other women. Of course the basis of all hair beauty 
I Paris original is shown to best advantage when the coiffure is cleanliness, followed by daily brushing. Regular trips to 
is sleek, smooth and suave. Either can be created at a mo- your beautician and daily scalp massage are all important 
ment’s notice when you have a flexible hairdo that can be factors in maintaining and keeping glossy, healthy hair the 
adapted to suit the personality of the occasion. kind that fits your personality. 
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It’s easy to create a smart French roll with long hair. Many 
women find it a smart way to change a casual hairdo into a 
dressy one. The back hair is swept off the neck into a cone- 
shaped roll. Sometimes a light wire foundation is used for 
additional body, depending on the hair’s thickness or length. 











All ponytails don’t swing in the breeze, and the braided one 
is controlled with a comb, a ribbon or a colorful scarf. The 
hair is loosely braided with only a hint of curl, and pinned 
down. It could be a modified version of the intricate French 
knot, and the resulting effect is a casual, easy-to-fix style. 





of large, 
escent pearls 
with gold 


irls can be 


long strand or 


to a@ smart 
By Coro. 


A gay assortment of glass bead ropes in all 
shapes and sizes and in beautiful pastel colors 
may be draped around the neck to form the 
popular choker style. Use three or four ropes 
to carry out a color scheme. Beads by Coro. 


Impressive Indian silver jewelry from the Far 

East lends a touch of the exotic to any outfit. 

The unusual earrings frame the entire ear and 

the silver choker necklace is worn as a small. 
tight collar, close to the neck. 





Six-strand graduated 
pearl and crystal bead 
choker has rhinestone 
bow in front, ending 
with teardrop pearls. By 
Richelieu. 


Graduated pearl neck- 

laces in all colors, in 

two, three, four and five 

strands. Earrings and 

bracelets match. By 
Coro. 


i, peewee in the accessory class can 

make spring and summer clothes 
sparkle like exciting costume jewelry. 
This season’s collection of jewelry has 
much to offer in colors that are soft and 
pretty or bright and dramatic. There 
are some unusual shapes and color com- 
binations being shown also. The very 
effective mixing of glass beads and 
pearls offers a number of interesting 
variations, providing costume jewelry 
an additional “plus value.” 

To blend and harmonize with refresh- 
ing new spring colors, pearls are shown 
in soft pastel shades ranging from the 
delicate shell pink and the new heather 
tones to deep tans, blues and greens. 
White, of course, is still the all-time 
favorite because it can be worn with just 
about any outfit for a fresh, crisp touch. 

The choker type necklaces are back 
with a bang, piled high and deep. They 
look especially smart with tailored 
Easter suits and very feminine daytime 
dresses. For evening wear and formal 
outings, their use is unlimited. 

If you have not worn very much 
costume jewelry before, this is the sea- 
son to fill your jewelry box with enough 
glitter to please a maharaja. Jewelry 
counters will be loaded with an assort- 
ment of necklaces, earrings and bracelets 
that can be grouped or worn separately. 
This new and exciting jewelry will keep 
you in the height of fashion, and the 
price is easy on the budget. When worn 


é - y When the occasion calls for something extra special, a dramatic look can be 
correctly, it adds the “fashionable achieved with several necklaces. The intricate effect shown includes two pearl 
touch” to any outfit. necklaces, a strand of jet beads and a long rhinestone necklace. Pearls by Richelieu. 
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Style Ne. 507—DRAMA OF THE YEAR! A super 
molded modified sheath of fine rayon mensweq, 
, Shows off your figure to subtle perfection. Slim ay 
Style No. 507 , sleek, with a dashing wide collar and button cig. 
— ing adding dramatic back interest. Red, blay 

9-17 G5 a Wy Sa 5 grey, royal blue. 

10-20 _ t Style Ne. 307—SUNDAY STROLLER. You look wo, 
20-28% 3 Fe derful the minute you step into this button-up dq. 
* 8 38 F ling. Crisp stand out rayon menswear fashiong 
; F to nip you in slim curves that point up to the fliny 

flyaway wing collar. Navy, beige, french blue, 


TWILIGHT SERENADE. The smooth-curved dress i; 
rayon taffeta that’s oh, so cool with its lovely sco, 
decolletage. In pink or powder blue. 

Add the contrasting matchup rayon with the loo 
of linen duster for the perfect ensemble. In pink, 
powder blue. 

Style No. 6091—Dress Sold 
Style Ne. 6092—Duster Separately 


Style Ne. 206 — DREAM DRESS of young-in-hear 
flocked yarn. The neckline, rounded in front 
show off your shoulders, dipped to a saucy bow 
in back. Red with red dot, pink or white with 
white dots. 


Style No. 208 


9-17 738 


10-20 


Style No. 307 


2, 798 





Style No. 6091 


9-17 638 


10-20 


20 ¥2-28 V2 
sox 7.98 


, Asbury Park, N. J. ‘Y 
O PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of gar- 
ment plus 30c to cover -< and handling— 
COD. ORDER: | will pay postman amour 
wul pay 
plus postage, C.O.D. and hand! 
I tay return garment in 10 days if = own 
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— IS a growing interest with today’s homemakers con- 


use of bleach is almost as old as the wash-tub, the new fabrics 
and finishes, and sometimes even the old standbys, bring up 
questions. 


3. 





Treat heavy soil and stain on shirt 
collars and cuffs with chlorine dry 


Even hand laundered nylon 
lingerie and gloves stay white 
with bleach beads, detergent. 





Tips To Good 
Laundering 






0 





cerning the use of bleach in modern laundering. Although the 


Heavy duty detergent and chlorine bleach beads, added to- 
gether are the perfect-pair in your washer. Since no one 
laundry product can do the job alone, this regular use 
assures deep soil removal every time to prevent grayness. 
White nylon lingerie and blouses will pick-up color from endainasig tape be iestny isi Socngo beget nny 

detergent in your home laundering not only will keep 
other clothes so always launder them with an all white load. white clothes white, but colors wash up bright and clear. 
Select warm water and cool rinses for fewer wrinkles. 


. Remember chlorine bleach can be used on cottons, linens, nylon, dacron, and orlon. But on silks, wool and acetate 


use one of the mild perborate bleaches. 


Although safe-action dry chlorine bleach beads are guaranteed fabric safe no matter how much is used, always measure 
bleach and all laundry aids for their most economical use. 


Children’s shirts, dresses, and socks can be bleached if they are color-fast. Detergent plus bleach will not only remove 
soil but will keep colors clear and bright. 


For stubborn stain removal, soak in stain removal strength of bleach beads with a small amount of detergent. Chlorine 
bleaches are more effective in combination with detergent. 


Some resin finishes on Wash and Wear garments are affected by any chlorine bleach. Check hang tags for informa- 
tion stating “non-chlorine retentive” or “bleachable.” Then launder with bleach beads 
and detergent along with other wash. 


8. Proper use of a chlorine type bleach in the form of white beads does not affect the 
color or strength of elastic in shorts, bras or girdles. Wash in warm water. 


9. For wash bowl care of white gloves and nylons, wash nightly in hot water, detergent, 
and a few shakes of safe-action dry chlorine bleach. Soak for 10 minutes, swish, and 
rinse at least three times. 


10. Diaper care requires the use of a fabric-safe 
chlorine bleach for deep cleansing and stain 
removal. Add bleach beads to pail of water 
for soaking. Wash in a separate load in hot 
water with detergent or mild soap and bleach 
beads both added at the beginning of the cycle. 
Rinse thoroughly. 

Bleach beads are a most welcome “modern con- 
venience” to the home laundress who has, by now, 
had too many unfortunate accidents with liquid 
bleach. Because of its dry contents, a spill of bleach 
beads is not as annoying or dangerous as the turning 
over of a bottle of liquid bleach. Splashing has been 
completely eliminated and bleach beads are easily 
and quickly mixed with soap or detergent and added 
to the washer. 
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bleach, hot water, detergent. 
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NEW Kind of Condensed Food Tablet Makes 


oe SKINNY FIGURES FILL OUT 





Wages § esti 


Easy Way Puts Pounds and Inches Firm Healthy Flesh 
On Women, Men and Children Who Are Skinny, Thin and 
Underweight Because of Poor Appetite, Poor Eating Habits. 


HOSPITAL No Cramming with sugary mixtures, no fishy oils, no overeating. ae) 


TESTED ankles, skinny underweight figures fill out all over the body. 





Yet cheeks fill out, neck and bust-line gain... arms, legs, thighs, 


DON’T BE SKINNY 


rors 


ou are skinny, thin and underweight b of poor app or { 
yr eating habits, try this latest discovery of modern medical science. § 
s the new WATE-ON Condensed Food Tablets and in normal health © 7 
1, too, may quickly gain 5—10—20 pounds and more so fast it’s {.4 





amazing. The New Wate-On Tablets are scientifically compounded of 
)NO and DI-GLYCERIDES. Wate-On Tablets are pleasant to take 
as directed and they are loaded with concentrated calories so prepared 
as to be far easier to be used by the system in building wonderful body 
weight. What's more, the new Wate-On Tablets are fortified with 
tamins B1, B2, B6, blood building B-12, A, D and with iron, calcium, 
hosphorous, lecithin, and other important body nutrients. In fact, each 
laily supply of the new Wate-On Condensed Food Tablets is as rich and 
vutritious as many a skinny person’s regular meal. It’s no wonder 
esides putting on weight, Wate-On Tablets improve the appetite, 
e quick energy, guard against fatigue, sleepless nights, poor en- 
lurance and low resistance which often accompanies underweight. At 
the same time, Wate-On Tablets help ward off iron deficiency anemia 
help you feel stronger faster. If underweight is due to disease, take 
Wate-On Tablets under direction of your doctor. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


so, if you are tired of being skinny, ask your druggist for new 
Wate-On Tablets. Satisfaction guaranteed or return empty box 
to druggist for money back. Wate-On also is available as a high 
calorie homogenized liquid emulsion that’s extra rich in easy to 
assimilate calories and fortified with other proven weight build- 
ing elements. Don't be Skinny . . . gett WATE-ON today. 















= 0}|\§ Condensed Food Tablets 
TERT condensed Food Tablets 





| Child Care: 





| ‘My Ear Aches, Mommy’ 
| By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


| Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


Perth FRIGHTENED parents 
called and asked if | could see their 
| five-year-old daughter as soon as possi- 
ble. She was howling with pain and her 
| temperature was 103 degrees and seemed 
to be climbing. The pain was centered 
in the left ear. 

Carol had been recovering, apparent- 
ly, from an ordinary cold when she be- 
came restless and fretful, refused food 
and complained that, “My ear hurts, 
Mommy.” 

Mrs. Sloan wanted to know what she 
could do until I got there and suggested 
that a neighbor thought that a few drops 
of warm sweet oil might help. There are 
some schools of thought that approve of 
temporarily relieving the pain of an ear- 


ache by placing a few drops of warm 
sweet oil in the ear. I do not. I prefer to 
have nothing placed in the ear opening 
until | have made a personal examina- 
tion with instruments that allow me to 
diagnose the degree of difficulty. Oil will 
only hamper this examination and its 
usefulness is debatable. 

I suggested that Carol be given a baby 
aspirin or two, and that warm wet towels 
be applied to the left side of her face 
until the pain subsided. Then the towels 
could be replaced: by a well-wrapped hot 
water bottle. 

An earache is the common symptom 
of infection and inflammation of the ear, 
especially in children. It is one of the 
common complications of tonsillitis, 
head colds, measles and other infectious 
diseases. 

Because of the potentially serious na- 
ture of any earache, the doctor should 
always be consulted before home rem- 
edies are used. A neglected ear infection 
can result in deafness or mastoiditis, an 
infection which attacks the mastoid 
bone. This need never occur with the use 
of modern antibiotics and wonder drugs 





in the primary stages of infection, before 
the germ has left the middle ear area and 
attacked the drum or bone. 
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No One Cared 
(Continued from Page 23) 
. | 9 
my 
— . ‘ | 6 e 
earth again. “Say Andy,” he called. “Why 
sley don’t we take your car and go for a drive _— 
somewhere. Maybe stop by a joint.” 
We all thought that that was a good idea fi f : 
so we trooped out and piled in the car. SO SO t, shining pene 
r, > wheel, asked, “Where to?” | , 
Andy, at the wheel asked Where 0?” | So naturally beautiful 
Tommy answered, “The first liquor store 
— will be fine.” New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
, =: We all laughed at that. thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
chews When the boys got out to get the whisky, just 3 days! C ontains extra-rich 
possi- Arlene turned and said, “Betty, Pve been lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
d her trying to save my main surprise for later, make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
emed but I can’t. Guess what? Andy and I are Long-Aid — hair a_ protective 
tered getting married and Tommy is going to be shield against dampness . . . helps 
best man. How about that?” Her eyes keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
sparkled miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
irent- I gasped, surprised. “Married! Holy tion, kills certain scalp bacteria . 
sii as ; i 5 z <2) : ai 2S ‘les . line 
e be- Moses! I didn’t know you two were so ee roe a cle tanggro 
; . pao : NL $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 
food serious. When? : ’ 
urts, She grinned. “Next week.” 
“Just think,” she went on, “Mrs. Andrew 
Collins. No more school, my own apart- 
| she ment. I'll be able to do anything I please. 
sted Isn’t it wonderful?” 
rops I felt a little strange inside but she 
: are sounded so happy I smiled in spite of my- 
self. After all, she was seventeen and a 
e of Pe | 
lot of kids married at that age, some even | 
ear- younger. It didn’t sound bad at all to have | Rom ww LAMOUN 
arm someone you really cared for, someone who 
r to cared for you more than anything else in 
ling the world to share your life with you. In 
ina- fact it sounded pretty good. I almost en- TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 
vied her 
2 -_. + <a <>» LONG- . 
yes The boys came back with the whisky ( ONG-AID LONG-AID 
will and Andy started the car. Then we all WHITE BLEACH 
its ow, a ) ager Neigen PRESSING fe a "4 AND GLOW 
plans. ommy opened the whisky, fille¢ WT fp 
ee , COMPOUND haw We CRERM WP 0NG-AID 
aby four cups and passed them around. He [ee 
e gave me mine and asked, “Ever try this “only 60c Eee only 75¢ ACTALAN 
stuff with water before?” I confessed that plus tax plus tax only 60c SOAP 
ace I hadn’t. but [I grinned. “This is a special 
els night and I’m going to drink some if it kills LONG-AID 
? - 
hot me.” LONG-AID LONG-AID 
I tilted the cup and the liquor burned ‘ FLOWING DANDRUFF 
my throat as it went down. I choked, and SULPHUR 
om ; REMOVER 
everyone roared, but a warm sensation set- only HOT OIL 
ms tled over me as soon as it hit my stomach. $1.00 only $1.00 SHAMPOO 
he I finished that cupful and had another. I plus tax 
is, began to feel a little mellow. We drove only 69¢ 
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\ wild feeling of adventure gripped me. 
[ turned to him, and he kissed me, his arms 
tight around me. I responded to his kisses. 
Love must be like this, I thought. Wild and 


wonderful. He kissed me over and over 
igain, whispering all kinds of sweet things 
in my hair. 


sip )MMY KEPT his arms around me and 
ever so often would kiss me. I was feel- 
ing the whisky by now and was only 
vaguely aware of the drive back. The cars 
ind the skyline seemed out of focus so I 
closed my eyes and didn’t open them until 
I felt the motion of the car come to a stop. 
I looked curiously out of the window. We 
were parked in front of a hotel on a street 
that was unfamiliar to me. I remembered 
\ndy and Arlene saying something about 
going to their “favorite spot” and decided 
that this couldn’t possibly be the place be- 
cause | was sure that they wouldn’t even 
think of going into a hotel. I waited ex- 
pectantly for someone to say something. 

Andy spoke first. He said, “You two go- 
ing to join us?” 

[ felt my brain reeling. So it was true 
what the kids said about Arlene after all. 
She only pretended to be “just a little 
vild” whenever I was in her company. She 
ind Andy had been coming here all along. 


She just never told me. She knew that in 
spite of the fact that I had done my share 
of necking at her house, I had never gone 


the limit with a boy. I guess they had 
told her ‘ 

[ felt Tommy’s arms tighten about me 
igain. I felt his mouth warm on mine. I 
wanted to say, No! no! Not ever. Not until 
I’m married. But in the next instant I 
thought. Well, why not? Arlene has been 
getting away with it for a long time. Be- 
sic who am I trying to be loyal to? My 
moth Vyself? I couldn’t think of any- 
body, so I whispered to Tommy, “I'll go.” 

We got out of the car, stopped at the 
desk, then I felt myself being lifted up in 
an elevator. It seemed like a dream. I felt 
sort of half-alive. 

But when the door to our room closed 


7 } 
numi 


behind us, reality returned with a thud as 
[ stood facing Tommy in that small dingy 


watched the naked light bulb 
hanging from the ceiling swing idly, back 
ind forth. Then my gaze shifted again to 
the man on the other side of the room. His 
was Tommy, but he was like a 


room. | 


name 


stranger. I didn’t really know anything 
ibout him except his name. I felt a shocked 
revulsion. What was I doing here? Hyster- 
ical thoughts crowded in on me. I didn’t 


love him. I didn’t want to do this awful 
thing 

He made a toward me. I drew 
back, feeling my heart beating wildly. I 
was trapped, and I had to get away. I 
had to! 

“What's the matter, baby,” he asked. 
‘You look like you’ve seen a ghost. I’m not 
going to hurt you.” 

“Tommy, I can’t go through with it. I 
don’t know how it happened, why I came 


step 
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up here with you. I—I wasn’t thinking 
clearly. I—well—I’m only sixteen.” The 
words sounded silly to me. but it was all I 
could think of to say. 

“That’s old enough to know the score. 
Come on, you’re just scared.” 

He finished the few steps that stood be- 
tween us and took me in his arms. His 
kisses were hot and demanding. and he was 
easing me back on the lumpy looking bed. 
His eyes had a funny, glassy look. 

I looked again at that bare light bulb, 
at the shabby curtains at the window, at 
the outdated, scarred dresser. It was all 
so sickening. So very sickening. I had to 
get away. I had to! 

He kept on pressing me back on the bed. 
I struck out like a wild animal, my nails 
raking his face. I used all of my strength 
to try and shove him back. A look of sur- 
prise came over his face, then his eyes nar- 
rowed and his jaw hardened. 





COMPARISON 


This year our paths are hard and 
new, 

Last year we walked where lupines 
grew; 

Today we see a brooding sky, 

Last year we watched a bluebird 
ee 

Apart we brave the stormy weather. 

But last year, love, we danced to- 
gether. 

—Grace Shattuck Bail 





“Oh. no you don’t,” he said. “You were 
willing to come up here with me, you've led 
me on all evening and if you think that 
you're backing out now, think again.” He 
snatched at my dress and I heard it tear. 
I screamed, more than once. But if anyone 
heard they must have thought we were hav- 
ing a lover’s quarrel. No one came to the 
door. 

I fought him with all my being, kicking 
and biting and scratching. But it wasn’t 
any use. When I felt the hot. blinding 
pain, I knew that he had won. I kept black- 
ing out, then I’d come to, then I’d black 
out again until the horrible nightmare was 
over. 


T WAS almost ten o’clock when I walked 

up the steps to my house. My mother 
was sitting in a corner of the couch. sew- 
ing. She looked up in surprise when I came 
in. “Well, did you have a good time? 
You’re home early, aren’t you?” 

I nodded. “I—I don’t feel so well. I have 
a headache, so I left early.” 

“Take an aspirin, it'll make you feel 
better.” 

“All right, I think I will.” 


I hurried 


past her and went to the bedroom that 
Dora and I shared. She was already asleep. 
I took off my things and crept in besides 
her. 

I lay there for hours, staring at the gray 
outline of the window. A few short hours 
away from home and I was ruined. I had 
just thrown my life away. It would have 
been better if he had killed me. “Oh, my 
God,” I groaned in my pillow, “who can I 
blame besides myself?” I should have 
known that necking with a sixteen-year-old 
boy is entirely different than necking with 
a twenty-year-old man. 

I wanted to go in the living room and 
talk with my mother. But we never talked 
about things. How could I go to her now 
and tell her what had happened? Oh, how 
I longed for my father that night. I could 
remember the time when our house was 
full of love and laughter, and closeness. 
Poor mother, I thought, how she must miss 
him! When I finally dozed off to sleep my 
pillow was wet with my tears. 

Dora shook me out of a troubled sleep 
the next morning to tell me to get up for 
school. I told her that I didn’t feel well. 
Mother stopped at the door on her way to 
work and asked me if I felt any better. | 
told her a little and pulled the covers up 
to my chin. 

The telephone rang about ten o'clock. 
and knowing that it was Arlene I let it 
ring. I didn’t ever want to see her again. 
Not ever. 

I pretended that 1 was sick and stayed 
away from school for a whole week. When 
I went back I found out that Arlene had 
dropped out, and that it was a mystery to 
everyone why she had done so. I didn’t 
care. In fact, I was glad because the very 
sight of her would have brought the memo- 
ries of that miserable night back again. I 
never saw her again so I figured that 
maybe she and Andy had married and had 
left the city or something. Tommy, I knew. 
must have been in the Air Force by then 
and I was glad. If he had gone then I knew 
that there was little chance of running into 
him. 


AS THE DAYS passed, I kept telling my- 
**® self, “Don’t worry so much. You'll be 
fine, just wait and see.” I watched the cal- 
endar like a hawk, fighting the terror in- 
side of me. Finally the dreaded day came 
and went. I knew that I wasn’t “all right.” 
I knew that I was expecting Tommy’s 
child! 

I went around for the next few days in a 
daze, refusing to believe it. I failed in most 
of my subjects at school because all that 
I could think of was the baby inside of me. 
At night I would muffle my sobs and ask 
God to awaken me from this horrible night- 
mare. How I needed someone to comfort 
me during those early months of preg- 
nancy! I couldn’t tell my mother, nor 
could I mention it to Dora. so I suffered 
alone, in silence. 

But denying my condition didn’t keep 
the baby from growing. By the end of four 
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might have felt differently towards the 
baby. Perhaps if I had told her that I 
knew who the father was and that while 
I didn’t know too much about him I be- 
lieved that I did know that he wasn’t a 
moron. I could have told her that he was 
a college student and had recently volun- 
teered for the Air Force. I could have 
said that it was I, really, who should 
shoulder most of the blame because I was 
wrong to arouse his emotions and then 
back out and attempt to ward off his ad- 
vances. Maybe I lied because I didn’t want 
Mother to think that all along I had been— 
I felt my face flush. 


FEW DAYS after Mother learned of 

my condition she took me to a hospital 
and I was admitted to the prenatal clinic. 
One of the social workers interviewed us 
and listened sympathetically to the story I 
told. She then explained the adoption pro- 
cedure of the hospital and made it clear 
to me that at no time was I to hold the 
baby or see it because they felt that it 
would be better for me psychologically 
since the baby was to be immediately 
placed with foster parents. Mother signed 
the papers first. then I slowly wrote Betty 
Jean Kendricks where there was a big X 
indicating where | was to put my name. 
When I handed the papers back. I was also 
handing her my baby, for at that moment 
I thrust my child out of my life forever. 

I dropped out of school and soon after 
we moved to another part of the city. 
Mother continued to work, Dora enrolled 
in summer school and my baby kept right 
on growing. It’s funny how my feelings 
toward the baby changed. I say funny be- 
cause at first I didn’t care about it being 
adopted. I just wanted to be rid of it so 
that my life could get back to normal. 
But as the months passed I found myself 
wanting to give it away less and less. When 
I first felt it move. it frightened me, it felt 
so strange. But later on whenever it moved 
it would make me laugh. I'd find myself 
talking to it. Saying things like: “Be still 
you naughty child. Mommy is trying to 
sleep.” Or: “Darling. it won’t be long now 
until you see what’s on the outside. Just be 
patient a little longer.” 

As the day drew nearer for me to go to 
the hospital I found myself dreading it. I 
didn’t want to give up my baby. I knew 
that | wanted to keep it and take care of 
it myself. I didn’t dare mention my feel- 
ings to Mother because I knew that she 
wouldn’t understand. Besides she had to 
work, I wanted to finish school and who 
would take care of it? But I wanted the 
baby with all my heart. We needed a child 
in our home to bring some laughter and 
warmth into it and Mother needed the 
baby I believe, more than I. 

A few days before Thanksgiving I was 
rushed to the hospital and after I had 
given birth I was still dazed with drugs, 
but not so drowsy that I failed to hear the 


doctors and nurses discussing me. One 
said, “It’s a pity that she didn’t want him. 
He’s such a fine baby.” 

A boy. I had given birth to a fine baby 
boy. And they thought that I didn’t want 
him. I felt tears roll down my cheeks and 
my heart bled. 

When I came home from the hospital 
both Mother and Dora acted as though I 
had been there for the removal of a splinter 
from my finger; they never once mentioned 
the baby to me that day nor in all the 
years that followed. I suppose that they 
thought my feelings were being spared. 
and that the less said about it. the quicker 
I would forget. 

Well, seventeen years have passed by 
and I have never forgotten. J shall never 
forget. 

I have had a few years of college. I mar- 
ried a wonderful man, we have two healthy 
children and we were extremely lucky to 
have been willed some valuable property 
by Alfred’s grandfather. Some might say 
that ’m being ungrateful in my good for- 
tune and that I should try and forget. | 
can’t say whether they are right or wrong. 
I only know that I want to share part of my 
son’s life. I know of course, that he will 
never think of me as his mother. No, not 
now. I lost those precious years. But if 
he could only think of me as an aunt or as 
a friend, | would be. oh, so grateful. I 
want to be by his side during the years to 
come, strong and unfailing to help him in 
whatever he might want to do. How I 
would love to be a grandmother to his 
children! 


HE SOUND of Steven’s and Susan’s 

voices in the kitchen brought me abrupt- 
ly out of the past. startling me so that I 
nearly knocked my cup to the floor. I 
hastened to my feet and told them to hurry 
and get dressed and to be as quiet as pos- 
sible because my head hurt. I quickly 
prepared their breakfast and when I closed 
the door to their chants of “good-byes” I 
discovered that I truly did have a terrific 
headache. 

As I drew the steaming hot water to 
wash the dishes I knew that this torment 
had to end. I knew without a doubt that 
I was at last going to tell Alfred about my 
son and then I was going to ask my mother 
if she could give me any leads as to where 
my son might be. If she couldn’t or 
wouldn't, then I had to find someone who 
would help me. 

Oh, my son, 1 breathed. | know that you 
stand straight, and tall and fearless be- 
cause I have never stopped praying for 
you. | have never stopped asking God to 
protect you and guide you through your 
life. | know that He has answered my 
prayers, and | know too, that you want to 
see me as much as I want to see you. 

And my darling, when we meet I don’t 
ask that you love me. I only ask that you 
upon me with compassion and understand- 


ing. THE END 
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House Of Misery 


(Continued from Page 33) 


Jaughed, “But I don’t have to worry about 
that, I’ve got the best cook in the world 
right here at home.” There was a moment 
of silence except for Anton’s cooing and 
surgling. 

I kept wondering impatiently when he 


was going to tell her to stop her con- 
founded meddling, tell her to quit inter- 


fering, tell her to stop misplacing things, 
tell her anything that would hurt deeply. 
Maybe then she would take a hint and 
away and leave us to ourselves. 

Dinner was on the table but I didn’t call 
Bob. I wanted to give him time to muster 
what courage he needed. But he said noth- 
ing. 

When his mother 
and went to her room, my patience snapped 
and I went and stood just inside the living 
room and glared at him with smouldering 
eyes. When he finally saw me standing 
there an expression of surprise crossed his 
face. followed by a look of gloom. Slowly 
he stood up and placed the baby back in 
the play pen and with his shoulders 
slumped tiredly he shuffled with leaden 
feet toward his mother’s room. 

Dinner had grown cold and I warmed it 
over as I listened to the heavy silence in 
the other room. When I took another look 
Isaw my husband pacing up and down in 
front of his mother’s closed often 
pausing with his hand inches away as if to 
knock. Then, in helpless frustration, he 
would withdraw his hand and grind it into 
the palm of the other and 
listless pacing. 

“Dinner is ready.” I said icily. 

He jerked his head in my direction as 
if my voice had startled him. Spreading his 
hands hopelessly, he walked dejectedly 
past me, avoiding my eyes, and seated him- 
self at the table. I noticed he hadn’t 
brought the baby to the table with him, 
something he had never failed to do before. 
“What about the baby?” I asked him. “He 
has to eat too.” 

“Wha—what? Oh yes, the baby,” he 
answered dully. “Silly de me to forget.” He 
brought little Anton and placed him in his 
high chair next to my own chair. His 
mother remained in her room. She never 
ate with us. Perhaps it would have pro- 
moted a more harmonious relationship be- 
tween us if she had. perhaps it would 
have made things worse, I don’t know. But 
she could only eat certain things because 
of her high blood pressure, so she always 
prepared her own meals and ate alone. 

Bob didn’t have much of an appetite as 
we ate in stony silence. Anton eagerly ac- 
cepted the spoons of mashed potatoes I fed 
him. Sometimes I let him try feeding him- 
self, but he would make such a mess and 
this time IT had something else on my mind. 


rose from the couch 


door. 


continue his 


Bob’s eyes met mine and our glances 
clashed. His face flushed as he lowered his 
eyes despondently down to his plate. 

“Do you need a drink to tell your mother 
she’s wrong?” I demanded. 

“What would I say to her that wouldn’t 
hurt her feelings?” He answered tiredly, 
“Even though my tone of voice would be 
kind and gentle. I can just see the pain in 
her tired eyes at her only son making her 
unwelcome.” 

“What about the pain in my eyes?” I] 
shot back, cutting him a piece of cake and 
handing it to him rather roughly. “Um your 
wife and I’m entitled to a little happiness 
too.” 

I poured little Anton a glass of milk and 
held it carefully to his lips. Some of it ran 
down his chin and splattered upon the bib 
tied around his neck. I wiped it away with 
a napkin. My husband’s next words made 
me cringe sharply. 

“Maybe the price of your happiness is 
too high,” he snapped. “Must I sacrifice 
my mother to be happy with you?” 

“Everyone must make sacrifices 
times in life,” I said weakly, feeling that 
he had implied that I wasn’t worth his 
standing up to his mother like a man 
should. 

“That’s easy for you to say,” 
crisply, his jet black eyes boring into mine. 
“Since it’s not you that’s being pressured 


some- 


he snapped 


into making any. Your mother is snug and 
comfortable at home with your father, with 
your three brothers close by to help if any- 


thing is needed. My mother is not that 


lucky. She only has me. No one else cares 
if she lives or dies.” 

He took a deep breath and seemed 
brace himself before he spoke again: 


“Everytime I look at the lines in her tired 
old face I can’t help but feel that they 
wouldn’t be that deep if she hadn’t wor- 
ried about my welfare while she was at 
work. Everytime I see her wrinkled. work- 
worn hands I remember how she scrubbed 
floors and bent her back over some damn- 
able washtub so her son could have a place 
to stay and food to eat and go to school 
like other kids. She used to walk home 
from work. All the way home. from the 
other side of town. She used to walk in the 
snow and ice trying to save her carfare to 
help out at home. That’s how she got 
rheumatism. Her one desire was to rear 
me up into a respectful man and to live 
long enough to see me married and with 
a family of my own and not get in trouble. 
And now you're asking me to deny her one 
lousy room in this house!” 

“T only thought that it would be better 
for everyone if she lived someplace else,” 
I croaked lamely. feeling weak and ex- 
hausted beneath his wrath. and also feeling 





Glamorous—Instantly wonderful 






HAIR-DO’S.: 


Humania has the hair-do you need... for the hair 
style you want...at a price that you can afford. 
ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE BASIS 
You hove choice of shades; - ages: dark-brown. 









BOB WIG—1460 
Miss Personality 
Attractive. Part 






CONTE. Italian 
cut WIG 6000. GLAMOUR. Clus- 
either side or Very smart, Nat- fer curl. Covers 
center. .... 24.50 urallooking entire head. 
Mixed grey 29.50 part. ........ 29.75 Made extra 

— Mixed carey 34.95 heavy. .... 10.95 
Mixed grey 13.95 





Braided Side Puffs 
No. 106. Two at- 
in front of nat- tractiveciusters volt, Hee aytes 
ural lookingpart. at the price of "et. Only 2.75 
Covers entire one. 3.95 Mixed grey 3.75 
head. ...... 17.50 Mixed grey 4.95 Compare the quality 
Mixed grey 22.50 and the low cost of Humania Hair Do's. 


Write today for 48 page HUMANIA 
FRE booklet, a colorful collection of new 


hair styles. 
303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N.Y. 


Half Wig. 3105 


les euried bene CHIGNON. Large 









e 

into DOLLARS! 

NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 

yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from... 
NORDYKE Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28E Calif. 








Amazing 100-Year-Old Gypsy Bait Oil 


MAKES FISH BITE °®*° 


COST 








PICTURES PROVE IT eogpensed be tote sty Ml Sots at 1295 Ibs. fish, 

those big hard to catch smeli-feeders landed by Roy Martin 

party, Destin, Fla. Gypsy Fish Bait Oil used ‘oo all bait. Hundreds 
of pictures like these on file. 


Mystery Scent Really Works 


Fishing sec ientists are is Ronesatan what wandering Gypsies 
knew y y binds of the most wanted 
fish ack, as at. G * buitheads, — snappers, ete., 
are “smell” feeders. ypsies invented this amazing 
oil tome that excites these fish through the thouss 
a smell organs coveri their bodies. A whiff while feeding 
these fish ——s mad y for pour bait. They all fight over 
it and usually the la: h wins. Just dab mystery scented 
Gypsy Fish it Oil'e: oy ae bait. on ding rivers, creeks, 
ponds, or the ocean... still fish with pole and bobber, cast, 
troll or spin... if yours isn't the biggest catch in —_ 
party, your money back. Say we're crazy. Be 
you lke. But let us send you the DO OUBLE STRENGTH 
GYPSY ‘FISH. BAIT OIL to try at our risk. 


Catch 300 Big Fish or Money Back 


Sond for the new DOUBLE STRENGTE. GYPSY FISH 
AIT OIL (double size) for $1.98 or 3 for $4.98. On arrival 
8. posit cost plus C.O.D. postage. If not eatistied with first 
results return unused portion for money back h orders 
sent prepaid. Handy water-resistant bon 
BON for ag a tobacco, etc. EXTRA FREE BOOK 
ONUS: — choice “99 Secrets of Catching Catfish” = 
“Bass by t Boatload,” with every order for 3 ($4.9 
Order ies” 


WALLING KEITH CHEMICALS, INC. 


BIRMINGHAM 1, ALABAMA 


959 








DEPT. 723-C 100 S. 41st 











a 


Serre = 











the utter futility of the whole situation. 

“Better for her?” he asked coldly, point- 
ing a stiff finger at me. “Or better for 
you?” 

| felt like crying as he looked at me 
silently for a moment. But I forced the 
tears back. 

His voice softened somewhat as he con- 
tinued: “If I could afford two homes, or 
even to rent a nice place for her, don’t 
ou think that I would? Darling I'll do 
inything within reason to make you happy, 
but put Mother anyplace just for the sake 
of getting rid of her, I can not do.” 

[ swallowed hard and tried to surpass 
the shaky feeling that had come over me. 

[ don’t want you to do the impossible,” 
[ said with some anguish. “But this is 
omething you can do, if you want to.” 

“How?” he asked harshly, “You tell me 
eee 

I couldn’t tell him how. But I knew I 
vanted his mother out of my house more 
than ever now. If it wasn’t for her we 
wouldn’t be arguing now. I rose wearily 
ind put Anton back in his play pen. Bob 
picked up the evening paper from the table 
by the front door and slumped down in 
iis favorite chair and pretended to read. 
[ started back to the kitchen when his 
iother came out of her room. 

“You just relax honey,” she quipped 
“You must be tired after getting 
I'll clean up the kitchen.” 

She obviously hadn’t noticed that any- 
thing was amiss, or if having noticed she 
gave no outward indication as she shuffled 
slowly past me. 


me rrily 


inner 


N THE DAYS that followed, the rela- 
tionship between my husband and me 
was strained indeed. I could feel our 
love for each other waning and our once 
beautiful marriage crumbling around us. 
We had had spats before, but they had 
never affected me like this one had. There 
was something missing when he called 
me darling. I just didn’t tingle anymore. 
And I didn’t feel the hot fire in his kisses. 
Maybe it was because I only returned 
them half-heartedly. I only knew that any 
young married couple should have a pri- 
vate life of their own. Why should I have 
to be the one to sacrifice, to share, and 
to put up with? Although his mother did 
more than her share of the housework, I 
felt that [ was definitely missing some- 
thing by having never lived completely 
ilone with Bob. I felt that my rights as 
fe were being callously infringed 


upon. Now I began to pity myself. I be- 
gal feel tense and extremely restless 


ill the time, and to have frequent head- 
iches that made me terribly irritable and 
get along with. Bob even began 
worry about me. 
fake it easy. Beatrice,” he consoled 
me earnestly. “You're driving yourself 


hard to 


oo hard 

But his concern did no good. In his 
ibsence | bickered with his mother over 
trivial things. driving her from the kitch- 


56 


en and following her all over the house 
until she no longer helped with the 
housework, but would fasten herself in 
her room until Bob came home in the 
evening. In spite of the sedatives the doc- 
tor gave me my headaches persisted. I 
noticed the haggard and worn look upon 
my husband’s face. He didn’t look any- 
thing like his handsome, boyish self now. 
Serves him right, 1 told myself, he had no 
right to impose his mother upon my home 
life. 

Now it was almost Thanksgiving and I 
could hear the wind whistling around the 
house hinting at the colder weather to 
come. Bob was playing with little Anton 
upon the floor. In a brooding state of 
mind, I was pressing something for the 
baby upon the ironing board. Bob’s 
mother was eating her supper and the 
tingling of her fork against her plate 
irritated me terribly. When she finished 
eating, she rose to carry her dishes to the 
sink. A rheumatic pain caught her in the 
leg, causing it to give away suddenly and 
she almost fell, dropping the dishes to the 
floor with a loud crash. She regained her 
balance and glanced at me quickly. 

“I—I’m sorry,” she stammered apolo- 
getically, “It was careless of me.” Some- 
thing snapped within me. My pentup 
emotions exploded. 

“Yes it was!” I screamed at her, “Now 
get out of here. Just get out of here. I 
can’t stand you anymore!” 

Bob arose, his face twisted with anxi- 
ety. “Take it easy. Beatrice, take it easy,” 
he cried. “Mother didn’t do that on pur- 
pose.” 

But I was blind with anger that had 
been piling up for weeks, and my head- 
aches had become unbearable. 

“Mother didn’t do that on purpose!” I 
shouted’ mockingly. “You always defend 
her don’t you? She never does anything 
wrong, does she?” 

“Yes she does!” he answered in a 
strained voice, “Who doesn’t? But we 
can’t get all up in the air everytime some- 
one makes a little mistake.” 

“Oh, so now I’m all up in the air,” I 
cried angrily. “I suppose this is all my 
fault?” 

“T didn’t say that.” he answered 
desperately, “But I do wish this thing 
would end. It’s so senseless. Honey, every- 
body has faults. I have faults. You have 
faults. The perfect person just hasn’t 
been born yet. It’s up to us to understand 
and try to work out our problems to- 
gether.” 

His mother was looking at me gravely 
as Bob spread his hands helplessly in 
front of him. “Is it so impossible for peo- 
ple to live in peace with tolerance for 
each other?” he asked. 

“Bob!” I fairly shouted as I looked at 
him through a blurred, red haze, “You're 
blaming me for this whole thing aren’t 
you?” 

“No I’m not,” he stammered, “I’m not 
blaming anyone. I love you, very much.” 


He stepped forward and placed his arm 
around me. “I love my mother too,” he 
continued tenderly, “and both of you love 
me. That should bring you closer together 
instead of making us all miserable ” 

My next words caused my husband to 
recoil as if he had suddenly been struck 
across the face: “We wouldn’t be miser- 
able if you would get your mother out of 
here!” I spat. 

I could see little Anton looking wide- 
eyed toward us and I knew he was going 
to cry soon, but I paid no heed. Bob was 
staring at me in open-mouthed amazement. 
The hurt look in his eyes pleaded with me. 
but my anger and the increasing pounding 
in my head left no room for sympathy. 

“Mother leave?” he asked in stark dis- 
belief. “where would she go? How would 
she live? Honey, you don’t know what 
you're asking!” 

“Excuses again!” I screamed loudly. 
causing little Anton to cry at the top of his 
voice, “ ‘Mother is old. Mother didn’t mean 
to do this! Mother didn’t mean to do that! 
Be patient! Be patient!’—Well, I’m sick 
of it! She used to help with the house- 
work, but now she does nothing but sit in 
her room! Just sit—like an old lame duck! 
A wife is entitled to some consideration— 
but no, you don’t care about that just as 
long as she’s happy. I don’t care where she 
goes or what she does. but you get her out 
of this house!” 


I SAW THE BLOOD drain from my hus- 

band’s face but I didn’t care. My head- 
ache was terrific now and my body felt as 
if there was a rope being drawn tight 
around my waist, slowly crushing the 
breath from me. His mother still stood 
silently looking at us without saying any- 
thing. 

“Beatrice, be reasonable!” my husband 
pleaded pathetically. “I love you! I’ve 
tried to make you happy, believe me, I’ve 
really tried. But I can’t turn my back on 
her. Mother suffered terribly to bring me 
up. She went to work sick many days. 
scrubbing floors on her hands and knees so 
I wouldn’t go hungry. It just isn’t right to 
push aside the one who gave you life. It 
just isn’t right!” 

“My mother reared me, too!” I cried in 
stubborn scorn, “but she doesn’t spoil it by 
squatting in my house and interfering in 
my life!” 

“You have a father to see after your 
mother!” My husband blurted thickly, “] 
never knew what a father was, until I be- 
came one myself! Neither you or your moth- 
er know what it’s like to get out of your warm 
bed in the middle of December when it’s 
ten below, and work your fingers to the 
bone at some slave job! Neither one of 
you know what it’s like to be kicked around 
and insulted by a boss who knows you have 
to take it because jobs are so scarce! But | 
do. And I bow my head and hold my tongue 
and hide my anger—yes, and swallow my 
self-respect, so that my family may have 
a roof over their head! You couldn’t begin 
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to know what it’s like! But my mother 
does! And how she does! Everything I got, 
| got from my mother! And everything she 
gave me she got through the sweat of her 
brow, from bending her back until it ached 
with pain! Many mothers were leaving 
their kids on doorsteps, but mine stuck it 
out. Every lousy and hellish minute of it! 
And now my wife, with whom I have lived 
only two years, tells me to get rid of her- 
just like that, that all those years of moth- 
erly devotion means nothing!” 

Between the awful pain of my headache 
and the malicious anger in my soul, I hated 
him as he pointed a shaking finger at me. 

“You’re a mother now,” he snapped. 
“How will you feel if after carefully rais- 
ing your son he slams the door in your face 
when you are old?” 

His mother took a step forward, wring- 
ing her hands in front of her. “Bob,” she 
cut in quietly, “don’t argue for me any- 
more. I can move someplace else. I have 
worked before and I can work again. I 
don’t want you to argue with your wife for 
me anymore. It’s not right.” 

She fastened her eye solemnly upon me. 
“When I help with the work here. I am 
accused of trying to run the house. When I 
try not to get in the way, I am called lazy 
and accused of living on my son for noth- 
ing. So I will leave.” 

“Good!” I screamed furiously, turning to 
face her. “Leave! Yes, leave! The sooner 
the better! You should never have been 
here in the first place!” 

Her shoulders, bent and stooped with 
age, shook a little. My husband moved be- 
side her and placed his arm around her. 
His next words added greater shock to my 
already overburdened soul. 

“No, mother,” his voice 
mixture of pleading and firm determina- 
tion. “You don’t have to leave! I won't 
stand for it!” There was a quiver in one of 
his cheeks as he looked at me with a pitiful 
hang-dog expression on his face. “Beatrice, 
if you love me, if you love me at all, then 
please be reasonable! It can be worked 
out! I know it can!” 

Blinded with rage and hate, and literal- 
ly seething with bitterness, I glared at him 
with unmitigated fury, feeling my lips 
press into a thin cruel line and at the same 
time feeling the horrible headache bring 
frowns to my face. “No! No!” I screamed 
through clenched teeth, “It can’t be worked 
out! It can’t ever be worked out! Do you 
hear! Never! And if she doesn’t leave to- 
morrow—I will! And that’s final!” 

It took every last bit of my strength to 
get those words out. I suddenly felt very 
weak and giddy. The pounding in my head 
stopped all at once and it felt dangerously 
empty and exceedingly light as the room 
began to whirl and become dark until their 
faces were nothing but a dim and fast-mov- 
ing blur. As if from far away I heard my 
hushand’s voice calling me with painful 
alarm. Dimly I saw his mother’s face float- 
ing beside his own face as they moved 
toward me. My arms came up, reaching 


was a pathetic 


for them when a complete blackness sud- 
denly engulfed me and I felt myself tum- 
bling forward. 


OW LONG I hung suspended in that 
horrible half world of total blackness, 
I don’t know. But at the time it seemed that 
I had always been there, a weightless thing, 


floating around in a great sunless and 
murky sea of nothing. 
I don’t remember all of the wretched 


sensations I had. And there were many. I 
can only remember the worst. Often I felt 
as though I were falling downward at a 
terrific pace. and my body seemed to be all 
head and shoulders with no torso and no 


legs. Then. frequently. I would hear 
sounds, loud and undiscernible: a heavy 


rumbling like thunder, that seemed to pass 
very close to my head and then diminish 
in the distance; a shrill high pitched laugh, 
that would break off abruptly with an an- 
guished sob; a sharp piercing cackle, like 
a tormented old witch surrounding herself 
with her delightful misery. And after each 
sound would come that awful silence. and 
it was more dreadful than the noise. 

Then out of that hideous nightmare of 
blackness came my husband. His hand- 
some, boyish face mounted upon the body 
of a huge snake. A tortured smile was upon 
his lips. 

“Darling! Please! would 


Please!” he 


mumble over and over again. The great 
snake came again and again, and each time 


it had a different face. The face of his 
mother came next. And then my own 
mother. Then my father. And they would 


whisper the same words, “Darling! Please! 
Please!” When they would vanish into the 
void, I would grope helplessly around look- 
ing for them. 

Slowly I began to improve. The complete 


blackness changed to a dull gray and I 
5 6!) 


could see shadowy figures moving about 
dimly in a great room; dejected. pitiful 
remnants of human beings like myself. 


Hard-faced. tough looking women in white 
stood by every door. I was barely able to 
ugly-looking bars at each and 
Then came the ghastly and 
I was in a mental 
The 


very thought was frightening and served to 


discern the 
every window. 
unnerving realization. 
institution with a nervous breakdown. 


prolong my illness. 

After what seemed like an eternity, al- 
most complete sanity began to return to 
me, but only briefly, for a few minutes at 
the time. In those moments I would vaguely 
wonder how I happened to be in a place 
like this and why. I could not remember 
anything that had happened before, except 
my baby. The attendants hastily assured 
me over and over again that he was all 
right to calm my questioning screams. 

When the psychoanalyst would receive 
me in his ward and ask me questions in his 
kind and gentle voice I would smile and 
partly answer him. But somewhere in the 
middle of my answer I would forget what 
he had asked and my smile would vanish 
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and | would stare at him blankly and won- 
der just who he was. 

[ had no knowledge of the frequent visits 
of my family and my parents. The first 
time I recognized them, a startled look 
came to my face and a wild and tense feel- 
ing possessed me. I was sitting in a chair in 
the great room where the patients spent 
their idle time talking or watching tele- 
vision, when my husband and his mother 
came in. As they stood by the door, look- 
ing over the room for me, I gripped the 
arm rests of the chair until my hands were 
white around the knuckles. For a brief 
moment I remembered everything. But by 
the time they were near me with their arms 
about me I had slipped into a slightly 
retracted and confused state of mind. Not 
ill the way down, but just below the rim 
of normality. I reached out and touched 
their bodies one after the other. 

You’re not snakes, are you?” 

She still thinks we’re snakes.” I heard 

mother-in-law whisper sadly. Their 
seemed to come from a great dis- 





No. darling.” my husband croaked 
erably in a grief-ridden voice, “Oh Bea- 
trice. don’t you know me yet. I’m Bob! 
Bob! Darling I’m your husband who loves 
su. and wants you! Oh darling!—!” His 
ief permitted him to say no more. He 
dropped to his knees and buried his face 
igainst me as his shoulders shook with 
violent emotional sobs. My mother-in-law 
pulled a handkerchief from her purse and 
dabbed at her eyes. I looked dully down at 
husband and stiffly stroked his hair and 
odded my head slowly. “You’re my hus- 
I said thickly. “You’re my _ hus- 
Instantly his head came up with a 
ind through the slowly clearing haze 
I could see the child-like joy reflected 
through the tears in his eyes. “Oh, my 
darling!” he cried happily, “You are get- 
ting better! Thank God you are getting 


hette 


I'm getting better.” I nodded lamely. 
with no feeling. I shifted my eyes up to his 
ther. “You’re mother.” I said. 
Her face lit up with pleasure and she 
jueezed my shoulder tightly and showered 
my forehead with kisses. “Yes my sweet.” 
he murmured tenderly, “I’m mother. And 
that is just what I want to be from now on. 


mother.” 


rhere is someone else.” I moaned in 
confusion, thinking of little Anton, “Where 
baby?” I asked, getting loud and 

cited. “What have you done with him?” 
He’s perfectly all right!” my husband 
exclaimed quickly. “We left him home with 


My excitement subsided as quickly as 
it had come. 

“How long have I been here?” I asked. 
looking around as if I were seeing the 
plac e for the first time. 

Nine weeks,” my husband said gently, 
taking my hands in his and stroking them 
here nine weeks 


tenderly. “You’ve been 


Oo 


JO 


now, and you'll be home very soon, I know 
you will.” 

His mother smiled down at me and ran 
her finger through my hair. “And you’re 
going to be happy this time,” she mur- 
mured compassionately. “With your hus- 
band and your baby.” 

“Home.” I mumbled. my mind racing, 
trying to piece my past life together. Then 
it dawned upon me. I began to shake 
all over as I remembered. Home. That 
wretched house of tears where misery 
dwelt. 





CONVERSATION 


We've said all the things that 
people 

Are politely supposed to say: 

This book is very good, I think— 

And isn’t it a lovely day? 

And now that we’ve disposed of 
these. 

Let’s forget about the weather. 

And hear what our hearts are 
saying. 

While we share a kiss together! 

—Pauline Booker 





“Fighting!” I blurted. rocking violently 
from side to side in my chair, “Always 
bickering and squabbling—over nothing!” 

My voice grew louder and louder until | 
was screaming at the top of my lungs. My 
husband and his mother tried desperately 
to quiet me, but to no avail. 

“Darling!” Bob sobbed in anguish, “Oh, 
honey—please—!” 

My mother-in-law looked at me in help- 
less pity as my husband bit his lip in a vain 
attempt to hold his sorrow in check. 

One of the attendants came and asked 
them to leave because I was becoming up- 
set again. and that wasn’t good for me. 
They looked tearfully back at me as they 
left and waved goodbye, for now. But I just 
sat rocking from side to side and stared at 
them blankly. 

The shadows and the blackness came 
and ungulfed me once more, but only for 
a very short period this time. The recogni- 
tion of my husband and my mother-in-law. 
and later my own parents, had ignited a 
glowing spark within me and created a 
flaming determination to be rid of this 
dreadfull sickness and to live again. Prayer 
helped too. Though I wasn’t much of a 
Christian before, I prayed now. night and 
day. day and night. How like a mortal to 
seek God only in time of trouble and suf- 
fering. But God is kind. He is understand- 
ing and forgiving. The blackness disap- 
peared completely and the dark shadows 
followed, and with the help of the mirac- 
ulous electric shock treatments and the 
wonders of medical drugs I now recovered 


rapidly. Everything was clear and real 
again. 

My faithful husband never missed a 
visit. Every breath reassured me of his 
devout love. His mother’s kindness and ob- 
vious deep concern over me caused me to 
see her in a different light. I began to won- 
der if she had been entirely to blame. 
Sometime, somewhere. I had heard the ex- 
pression ‘Examine thyself before thou pass 
judgment upon thy fellow man.’ How well 
I now knew that jealousy, hate and in- 
tolerance always leads to misery. I had 
had enough of that. I made up my mind to 
always try to be right myself. Prayer and 
kindness had worked wonders in getting 
me well. I was extremely grateful. I would 
not let hate spoil it again. 


At LONG LAST the day came when I 

was to be released. Doctor Benson 
summoned me to his office and cautioned 
me to go slow and easy for awhile. 

“Get plenty of rest and occupy yourself 
with some light hobby to take up part of 
your leisure time.” he smiled. “When the 
mind is idle we become overly aware of our 
problems. This leads to a depressed and 
brooding state of mind. A useful hobby as 
an outlet would be just the thing. But 
nothing strenuous mind you.” 

“What would I do?” I asked, turning 
his words slowly over in my mind, “I have 
no hobbies.” 

“Then develop one.” he answered. “Do 
whatever you like to do best. Possibly there 
is some little thing you have wanted to do 
all your life. but you just never got around 
to it. such as painting. or making things. 
or you can read good books. There are 
many things to help you pass the day 
pleasantly.” 

I felt my face light up with sudden 
thought. “How about writing, Doctor Ben- 
son?” | asked eagerly, “I've often thought 
of writing stories. I could write of my ex- 
periences here—with your permission of 
course.” 

“Wonderful!” he beamed, “I can think 
of no better pastime than writing. Just 
don’t overtax the mind. Write only when 
you feel like it. and when you feel your- 
self tiring. stop. Remember not to strain 
yourself in any way and you will be better 
off.” 

The nurse admitted my husband. His 
eyes beamed happily behind the little drop- 
lets of tears. “Come darling,” he said 
huskily. folding me in his strong arms, 
“Let’s go home.” 

Our old battered gray sedan parked in 
front of the institution couldn’t have been 
a more welcome sight even if it had been 
brand new, and seeing our little frame 
house once more was an unforgettable joy. 
In the living room, I picked little Anton 
from his play pen and crushed him to me 
in almost hysterical rejoicing. 

“I’m glad you're all right again Mrs. 
King,” the baby-sitter exclaimed kindly. 
I played with Anton for a long while, lis- 
tening to him gurgle and coo. My husband 
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I Wanted Everything 


(Continued from Page 29) 


home to dinner to get acquainted with her. 
I was nervous at first, but she was charm- 
ing during dinner and put me at ease 
quickly. I could see at once how fond 
these two people were of each other. Ben 
respected her opinions and she treated him 
almost like an adult child. When we had 
finished eating Sarah turned to Ben. 

“Could you occupy yourself a_ while, 
Ben. I want to get to know Sherry better 
—you know, some woman to woman talk. 
We won't be long.” 

“Well—all right.” he said. “but don’t 
keep her too long.” 

I was apprehensive as we went into the 
library and Sarah closed the doors. But 
she was still as nice as could be. 

“Sherry, you’ve been seeing a lot of my 
brother. He’s told me a lot about you, and 
he was right. You are lovely.” 

I smiled my thanks. 

“You’ve been good for Ben. I haven't 
seen him this happy in a long time. Ben’s 
a funny person. I guess it was the way we 
grew up. mother dying so early and Dad 
always too busy to bother with us. You 
probably know he was in lots of scrapes 
as a kid. He’s calmed down some, but he 
does get moody and depressed at times. 
He’s not the easiest person to get along 
with. I’ve always tried hard. I guess you 
can see how—how important he is to me. 
I was more like a mother to him during 
those lonely years. His happiness means 
more to me than anything on earth. [ll 
fight. for that. Don’t misunderstand me. If 
he can find a woman he’s happy with I’m 
one-hundred-per-cent back of both = of 
them.” 

She looked at me intently. 

“Have you thought about the future at 
all—the future with Ben?” 

I was startled by the question. 

“Well—no—not really. You see—I guess 
you know I’m in the process of getting a 
divorce. I’m not free now.” 

“T know that. It’s unfortunate. I could 
have wished it otherwise, but I think Ben 
loves you. What I’m trying to say is this: 
if you intend this just as a re-bound- ro- 
mance, I wish you’d stop seeing Ben before 
it’s too late. If you think you love him, 
or might learn to love him, then there are 
no problems.” 

I had never had such a strange experi- 
ence as this. Sarah sat facing me, her 
plain face serious, her eyes worried. She 
really did love that brother of hers. But 
having to face the problem squarely left 
me wondering. 

“Sarah, I really don’t know how to an- 
swer you. I enjoy Ben’s company, we have 
fun together, I miss him when I don’t see 
him. Maybe I am falling in love with him, 
I don’t know.” 


“Well, you are honest at least. And Ip 
satisfied. But please think about it. Yq 
see, I’m not just a meddling sister, belie, 
me. If Ben were hurt too badly, he couldn’ 
take it like some men could. He isn’t thy 
strong.” 

I promised her I would, and we went iy 
to join Ben. They showed me through th 
house then, and it was really lovely. | 
could picture myself living here, and i 
seemed like a pretty good life. I began ty 
get excited and I think I suspected I wa 
falling in love with Ben already. 

During the following weeks I becan: 
sure I loved Ben, and he told me he loved 
me. Our kisses became more wild, ow 
partings harder. I knew Ben wanted me 
the way a man wants a woman—all the 
way. He was harder to control, and m 


own emotions were running away with me, 
- 


Having known the joy of sexual fulfillment 
it was harder to resist it. 
“How soon does your divorce come 
through?” he asked me one night. “I’m 
tired of waiting. I want to marry you 
Sherry. just as soon as we can.” 
“Tt shouldn’t be too long now, 
“The six months are almost up.” 
“Do we have to wait,” he pleaded. “We 
know we are going to marry—I need you— 
I love you—please darling, let’s not wait.” 
His lips were close to mine, his hands 


” T said. 


were caressing me. He was terribly excit-| 


ing, and I felt that old roaring—the desire 
to love and be loved. I tried to hold back. 
I wanted to do the right thing, but his 
urgency lit a flame in me, and when his 
lips crushed mine, and his body pressed 
me back against the seat I went weak with 
desire. It was wrong, and I knew it, but 
[ gave myself to Ben that night in a wild 
burst of desire. 
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FTER IT WAS over he held me close. 


“Oh, darling, you’re wonderful,” he ; 


whispered over and over. “Our life will be 
perfect; we have everything. We can 
travel, and see the world . . . and when 
we're home we can give parties and have 
fun and lots of kids—I want a houseful.” 

I thought of Joe then, and somehow tears 
came to my eyes. He had wanted children 
too—but I forced the thought away. 

We tried to go on as before after that. 
but once having given in it was hard to re 
sist. And sometimes we were unable to be 
strong. But Ben always told me he loved 
me and we would be married just as soon 
as my divorce was final. 

Sarah was really happy when we told 
her we were going to marry. And then | 
really believed life was going .to be truly 
wonderful. 

Ben was terribly anxious for my divorce 
to become final. He wanted to marry right 
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But it seemed as if nu one was in 


away: ; 
There was 


a hurry to push it through. 
iors some small snag, and then my law- 
yer got called out of town for a couple of 
socks. When I heard he was back I went 
in to see him and he promised to hurry 
it up. I thought then that it would be just 
a matter of a few days. When I told Ben 
he was really delighted. 

“Qh, darling, I can’t wait to make you 
my wife,” he whispered. “I’ve never really 
loved a woman before. I didn’t know how 
wonderful it could be.” 

Something about his intenseness worried 
me a little. At times it seemed he smoth- 
ered me with love, and I wondered if some- 
one could love too much. Then I laughed 
at myself. Once we were married he would 
probably be different. As it was now he 
wanted to spend every second he could with 
me, and sometimes I wanted to be alone 
for a little while. But I didn’t face those 
problems squarely .. . I had never really 
faced anything squarely, that was my 
trouble. And it was always too late when 
[ learned the real truth of things. 

I didn’t hear from my lawyer that week, 
and by this time I was getting worried. It 
had been two months since I had had my 
monthly period, and I had a horrible suspi- 
cion that I might be pregnant. I knew that 
if the divorce came through right away 
and we married it might work out all right. 
Just to relieve my mind I went to a doctor 
| didn’t know, and he ran some tests—and 
it was true! I was floored. I hadn’t really 
believed it. I had thought it was just emo- 
tional strain and all. 

I was shocked and sickened. This time 
[ took a good look at myself, and I didn’t 
like what I saw. Not divorced yet and 
pregnant by another man. I cried bitter 
tears on the way home. I knew I was get- 
ting punished for my behavior. I knew 1 
deserved the worst that could happen to 
me. But knowing that didn’t make it any 
easier. 

I called my lawyer the next day, hoping 
to hear the decree was ready to go through, 
but he had bad news. 

“['m sorry, Mrs. Robertson,” he told 
me. “But your husband contacted me. He 
has decided to contest the action, and that 
puts a different light on things.” 

“But he can’t do that.” I cried. 
agreed.” 

“He changed his mind, and in this state 
he can do it. Perhaps if you saw him. 
talked to him. I'll do all I can, but that 
might hurry things up.” 

I thanked him and hung up. This was 
all too much. What was I going to do. | 
hated Joe then for what he was doing. Any 
delay made it all seem worse. I called Ben 
then. I had to tell him. Maybe he could 
think of a plan. 

When I had told Ben the truth he looked 
surprised and worried. 

“Oh, Sherry I'm sorry,” 
“I'm glad we’re having a baby 
sorry it happened this way.’ 
briefly, then asked: ‘ 


he said. 
. but ’'m 
He paused 
“What are we going 
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SIRE .. . a little behind your ears | on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper at 
... & little in your hair .. . a wee| Same price for full length or bust 
bit more in some secret place... it —_ Szotee, Lapdocapes, pet one a 
will give you that wonderful feeling bart of a group pie — 4 

returned with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 e559 .- 


all over. This powerful perfume can 
give you that extra push with a man 
that will make him feel differently 





about you. You will never want to) Jost mail p! tive or 
er) be without it. Quantities are limited | shot (any ors Teceive For entan enlargemen' 
so order FLAMING DESIRE now! Complete with full ee nee tae on = 
directions, only $2 (3 for $5) postpaid, or C.0.D. plus [acta Ap Gamer, Fa eee oa c plus 
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‘ake advantage of this amazing offer. oe tend ind your photos today. 


postage. 
Professional Art Studies, 544 S. Main, Dept. 50-C, Princeton, Illinois 


If not delighted, I'll send your money right back. | age. 
VANITY PRODUCTS, Dept. 103-V 


177 McLean Ave. Yonkers 5, N. Y. 








When You Are Thin, Skinny, Underweight Because of 
Poor Appetite or Poor Eating Habits 


For women, men, children and people getting over colds and such other common 
sickness. Try Wate-On to gain weight fast! Cheeks fill out, neck and bustline 
gain... arms, legs, thighs, ankles, skinny underweight flat figures fill out 
all over the body the same way. WATE-ON also improves the appetite, gives 
quick energy, guards against fatigue, sleepless nights, poor endurance and low 
resistance that accompanies an underweight condition. Also makes for better 
digestion of fats that put on weight naturally. Easy weight gains of 
5 to 50 pounds have been reported 


Gain Weight Fast or Money Refunded 


Tired of being skinny? If underweight is caused by disease take Wate-On 
under direction of your doctor. Wate-On is high in calories, readily diges- 
tible to be used by system to put on weight instead of being wasted. 
Fortified with essential vitamins, minerals, blood building iron and other 
healthful elements. Ask your druggist for WATE-ON today. Only $3.00 

. tablets or homogenized liquid. Gain weight or return empty package 
to store where purchased for a refund, 


NEW! 
SUPER WATE-ON 


Extra Rich in calories and fortified 
with more vitamins, minerals, etc. 
Only $3.98 at druggists on money 
back satisfaction guarantee, 


WATE-ON 
LIQUID EMULSION 


or TABLETS 











{ 
| 
| 





v well we keep the world’s peace depends . litical discussions... make the United Nations 
st on how well we keep the world’s people. mankind's last great instrument of survival. 
great injustices, if inequalities in health, Be an ambassador of the United Nations 
d or education exist anywhere...we all face in your neighborhood. Our government— 
mstant threat to peace. officially and actively—supports the United 


Nations, but it is your good will and under- 
standing that is its best guarantee of con- 
tinued success. To receive the informative 
free pamphlet, “The UN in Action,” write: 
United States Committee for the United 
eir activities...plus the more publicized po- Nations, Box 1958, Washington 13, D. C. 


first 


w 19 Specialized United Nations agencies 
| international organizations work around 

world to eliminate these inequalities, to 
iinish these basic causes of wars. 


WE BELIEVE 


NITED STATES COMMITTEE FOR THE UNITED NATIONS, BOX 1958, WASHINGTON 13, D.C. 
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I had 


to do?” I looked at him in wonder. 
come to him for help. 

“If only the divorce had come through 
there would be no problems,” I said. “I 
don’t know why Joe changed his mind.” 

“We'll think of something,” he said. 
“This is such a shock I can’t think straight. 
Give me a little time. We'll work it out. 
We might go away for a while or some- 
thing.” 

He seemed so vague I knew he was upset 
ys I was, and we parted, both of us as con- 
fused as the other. What I didn’t know 
was that he would run to Sarah imme- 
diately as he always had when he had 
bad problem, and expect her to solve it. I 
hadn’t wanted anyone to know until they 
had to. but he went straight to her that 
sight. and I was furious with him. Sarah 
called me into her office that next morning. 
wld her secretary to have no one disturb 
us. closed the door and motioned me to a 
eat. I was curious then. wondering what 
she wanted. 

“Ben told me last night.” 
her direct manner. “It’s a shame, I ex- 
yected more of both of you. But as long 
as it has happened you must marry as soon 
as possible. The only thing to do is go to 
your husband, tell him the truth. He won't 
have any reason to hold up proceedings 
then. He will want to divorce you.” 

I was furious and mad and horrified at 
the same time. 

“But I can’t—-I can’t face him—not like 
ara 

“You must. I know it’s hard, but you 
are having a Maddox child. We must avoid 
as much scandal as possible. As soon as 
vou and Ben marry you will go on an ex- 
tended honeymoon. The child will be born 
while you are away. No one need know 
the exact month all that can be ar- 
ranged. Ill take care of it here at home. 
People know me. . . they will believe me. 
When you come home no one will ever 
know.” 


she stated 


I knew she was right. It made sense, but 
Iwas sick. How could I face Joe and tell 
him I was pregnant with another man’s 
child. I couldn’t, and yet I must; for the 
sake of the baby. I must. For the sake of 
my parents. It would make it easier on 
everyone. I agreed at last, and as I turned 
to leave, Sarah smiled shyly. 

“It will be nice to be an aunt,” she said 
“oftly. “Ill never marry myself. It will be 
ood to have children around.” 

I felt terribly sorry for her then. She 
was such a nice person. And she had lived 
her life for others—for Ben mostly. Now 
she knew it was too late for her own per- 
“nal happiness. But she would find it 
through our children. 


| WENT HOME early—in a daze. I had 

to call Joe and ask him if he could come 
down—at least I would face him. But I 
would put it off a few days. I was sick at 
the thought. But all my procrastinating 
Was wasted effort. When I got home that 


afternoon Joe was waiting in the living 
room! 

When I looked at him my heart leaped 
up and that awful feeling swept over me. 
He was so handsome, so manly . . . so 
clean cut . .. then I stopped myself, horri- 
fied at such thoughts. 

“Sherry.” his voice was soft, “it’s good 
to see you 

“Joe! What are you doing here?” 

*“T came to ask you to try again. Oh, 
darling, I’ve been lost without you. I knew 
a love like ours was worth trying to save. 
At first I was angry and my pride was 
hurt, but as the months passed there was 
just an awful ache. I agreed to the divorce 
at first. and then when it came to signing 
the final papers I just couldn't. You’re my 
wife. you belong to me. I know I got too 
hard on you; expected too much and you 
were so young. I should have waited to 
marry you were older. Oh, 
darling. if you will give me another chance 
things will be different. I promise you!” 

He came to me, his arms out, and swept 
me to him, his kisses burning and wonder- 
ful, and I melted him with one over- 
whelming impulse. And I knew in that 
moment that this was the only man I had 
ever really loved; that all my doubts about 
things had been because I still loved Joe. 
In that instant I truly grew up. And knew 
real love. And then I broke away with a 
horrified cry. 

“Stop it—please stop it!” 
a scream. “It’s too late—too late.” 

“Sherry. darling. what is it? I know you 
still love me. That kiss told me so.” 

“Yes I still love you. I didn’t know it. 
I'll love you forever. But it’s too late. I’m 
going to have another man’s child.” 


when you 


My voice was 


He stared at me in horrified disbelief. 

“Don’t look at me like that.” I cried. 
“Tt’s true. I thought I loved him. I was 
going to marry him. He loves me. and now 
All I want from 


you’ve ruined everything. 
you is to let me go free! 

I was sobbing wildly. He 
hesitate a moment. and then he turned. his 


seemed to 


face twisted. 
“You're just a tramp! And to think I 
wasted my love on you. Well you're free. I 
wouldn’t have you now for anything in the 
I'll sign the papers tomorrow.” 
*Joe—Joe.” but he had gone 
and the empty room mocked me. My heart 
went out that door with him, and I knew 
that God was truly punishing me. You 
can’t just take and take and hurt people 
without suffering yourself in the end. I 
didn’t know how I was to live. 
how I had to. 
When I saw 
in good spirits. 
“Well, Sarah figured things out,” 


world. 
sobbed. 


but some- 
Jen that night he seemed 


he told 


me. “I knew she would. We can be mar- 
ried soon now, and that’s all that matters.” 

I stared at him, and he was a stranger 
to me. When he touched me I pulled away. 
I saw then how truly weak he was, how 
he would always run to Sarah when he 
solved. He wasn’t a 


needed something 
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man, he was a child. And the overwhelm- 
ing truth struck me. I could not marry 
Ben, never in a million years. Not. for 
myself nor for my child. How could I have 
believed I loved him? What had I been 
thinking of? I had been blinded by money 
ind the easy life he offered me, but I 
huddered now at the thought of living my 
life with him. I could not marry a man I 
did not love. I could not marry Ben. 
Perhaps if I had thought about it longer 
[ might have come to my senses and 
realized that my child needed a name and 
i father and that I had to pay the price 
for that. But I was in too much of an emo- 
tional state that night to think clearly, and 
[ did the worst thing possible. I told Ben I 
could not marry him. It was awful, he 
begged and pleaded. He cried, and the 
sight of it sickened me. I finally told him 
take me home, that we could talk to- 
morrow. I was sick at heart and horribly 
mixed up. He tried to kiss me and I pulled 
way, a shudder going through me. The 
ight of my distaste really hurt him, and 
he roared away on two wheels. 
I went to my room, and lay down, staring 
ito the darkness. I didn’t sleep; my 
thoughts were stark and they cut like 
ives. I loved Joe, now that it was too 
late. But he no longer wanted me. Ben 
loved me. I had given him my love. He 
wanted to marry me. I was carrying his 
baby. I had hurt him terribly. I wished 
w that I had not talked to him. If I had 
1ited I would have realized that I must 
arry him for the sake of my baby—and 
his sake. I came to my sanity there 
the dark room. I couldn't ruin Ben’s 
too. | had to marry him. Marry a man 
.. that would be my punish- 
nt... my payment for the selfishness 
my life. And I would be a good wife 
him ... 1 would make it up to him for 
t loving him. I got up and looked at the 
lock... it was not midnight yet. I had 
n lying there two hours . . . I had to 
... I. had to tell him I was 
that I didn’t mean what I said. I 
had to save him any more anguish. 
When I called the house a strange voice 
wered. I asked for Ben, and they asked 
I gave my name, wondering 
In a minute Sarah 
picked up the phone. Her was 
ified with tears. 
Sherry—I—Ben—Sherry, Ben’s dead. 
I need you.” 


I didn’t love . 


call Ben now 


ipset 


I was. 
hat was going on. 


voice 


an you come over 
lhe man came back to the phone then, 
d I learned he was a doctor. He told me 
iickly that Ben had been speeding and 

his car had gone out of control and he had 
led down a fifty foot embankment. I 
inted dead away. 


WV HEN I came to, my parents were bend- 

ing over me, their faces full of love 
ind pity. When reality came back I cried 
ut, turning my face away. Ben was dead 
and | had killed him. Then I thought of 
Sarah, of her love for Ben, and I knew 
I asked Dad 


that she must never know. 
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to take me over to her and he got the car. 

Sarah ran to me as I walked in. Her 
face was swollen from crying and I could 
read the terrible grief in her eyes. 

“Oh, Sherry, you poor darling,” she said, 
taking me in her arms . . . “we loved him 
so...” She comforted me... in her 
terrible misery she comforted me, and I 
felt like Judas. I had taken the one thing 
in her life she loved and destroyed it. In 
a fit of self-indulgence I had told Ben I 
did not love him and now he was dead. 
His last thoughts must have been tor- 
tured ones. I turned my head away as hot 
tears scalded my face. Would I go on and 
on, bringing only misery to everyone I 
touched? Oh, how could I endure this 
awful feeling? How could I face the world 
anymore? 





YOUR FRAGRANT GIFT 


I hold it in my hand 
The gift you gave; 
I hold it to my heart 
That you enslave; 
The perfume vial shines bright 
Against my breast . . . 
My heart is singing out. 
“T love vou best.” 
—Grace Shattuck Bail 





When the funeral was over, Sarah in- 
sisted on sending me to a private hospital 
to await the birth of my baby. She talked 
on and on of how we had both loved Ben, 
of our great loss, and each word she spoke 
cut me up in pieces. But I agreed at last 
to go, to spare my parents any more hurt. 
They knew about the child .. and they 
agreed it was the best plan. We would 
decide the future after the baby was born. 

During those long months I lived a life- 
time of guilt and self-examination. I could 
see all my mistakes. each made from too 
quick judgment and selfish wilfullness. If 
only I could make a decent life for my 
child I would have done something to make 
up in part. 

When my son was born I suffered ago- 
nies of pain, but I was glad. I wanted to 
suffer—I needed it, and when he at last 
uttered his first cry, I felt a cleansing, as if 
God had purified me in an ordeal of pain 
almost too awful to bear. 

My son was a healthy, lusty baby. and 
he cried hard and ate hard. 
with great intensity. Sarah flew out the 
minute they notified her, and when she 
looked at Benjamin Maddox the Third her 
eyes filled with tears. 

“He’s so like Ben,” she said, her voice 
full of grief and love. “Oh, Sherry—he’s 
so precious.” 


I loved him 


She spent every second she could just 
being near him, watching him, loving him 
with all her soul. I knew what she was 
experiencing. I loved him like that too, 

Finally we began talking of plans for 
the future. I intended to go away and rear 
my child. I would work and take care of 
him. Sarah wanted me to bring him back 
home, but I couldn’t do it. 

“But when will I see him?” she asked, 
her voice full of pain. “He’s all I have left 
of Ben—you must let me see him. Please. 
Sherry, don’t take him too far away.” 

I could see her love for him grow with 
each day and it scared me. And finally she 
came to me and begged me to let her adopt 
little Ben, rear him as her own. 

“IT can give him everything,” she told 
me. “I love him. He is a Maddox. He will 
inherit the factory. He belongs with me. 
You can have children. You will marry 
again. Please, Sherry. I beg you.” 

I couldn’t do it, I ran from her, the love 
in her eyes, the pleading voice. Because 
deep inside me I knew that I owed this to 
her. A life for a life. I had taken her 
brother, whom she adored. And now she 
wanted his son while I loved my tiny baby 
with fierce intenseness. I couldn’t do it. I 
couldn’t. 

But as the days passed I prayed to God 
for help, and at last I knew that Sarah was 
right. She deserved Ben. He was a Mad- 
dox. I owed her this. She would be good 
to him, give him all the love he needed. 
and he would have all the advantages | 
could not give him. It seemed that God 
heard me and told my heart that I must 
make this sacrifice to save my soul. 

I went into the nursery that afternoon 
and said goodby to my baby. I watched 
him sleep, tears pouring down my cheeks 
. . . | thought of the years ahead when I 
would not see him take his first step, say 
his first word. I hoped he would grow up 
strong and happy. And then I told Sarah 
that I would let her have my son. 

She smiled at me, threw her arms around 
me, and all the gratitude and love in the 
world was in that gesture. She promised 
to write me, send pictures if I let her know 
where I was. And then we signed the pa- 
pers, and they were gone—out of mv life 
forever. 


HAT WAS a year ago, and although | 

know I did the right thing, it hurts now 
as much as ever. I have been working and 
trying to grow up the right way. My folks 
write often, and they told me Joe has been 
to see them and they told him the whole 
story—all except the part about why Ben 
died. No one but me knows that. Joe 
wants to see me when I’m ready. I don’t 
know if we can ever get together again. 
But I’m going to see him soon. Maybe now 
he can forgive me. I have suffered enough 
to make up a lot for my sins. I don’t know 
what the future holds, but I know that 
never again will I want everything and give 


nothing. THE END 
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care of | frst time in my life, I decided to fulfill 
im back f one small dream I’d always had, and that 
was to go to California. So here I was. 





+ asked, | going. 

ave left I was just getting settled and trying out 
Please. | the mechanism which reclined the seat, 
y.” when I happened to look up at one of the 


ww with late-arriving passengers. I had never seen 
ally she her before, but my eyes flew wide open, 
r adopt and I simply stared. It was like looking 
at my twin! She stopped, too, and looked 
he told at me in amazement. The harassed redcap. 
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She Once Had 


THIN LEGS! 


Now Has Fuller Calves, Shapely 
Thighs, Hips and Ankles 


—Miss M. G., Brevard, N. C. 





HOW ‘'AROUND-THE-CLOCK"’ a= LEGS 
HELPS EVERYTHING YOU 
| Stronger shapely legs help 
| @ DANCE GRACEFULLY e WORK ON FEET wi HT LESS FATIGUE 
© IMPROVE YOUR FAVORITE SPORT—swim, bowl, play tennis 
| with more ease and form. 
| e WALK, STAND WITH POISE 








in Mouy Goose, Doctors Advise Use of This Technique! 
s self-conscious about your scrawny. bony legs! Men are al- 
te d by “sha apely appealing 1 ; kinny legs rob the rest of 
a mess! Give yourself a chance to look good in 
of higher skirts, bathing suits, shorts, ete. Now 
try to elp yourself, imp rove underdeveloped legs, 
and fill out any part of your legs yo 













1 
ankles . stringbean calves . bony knees... scrawny 
trai -line unfeminine hips or your legs all over 
1y Women have by following this new scientific method. 





| BEFORE 
skinny legs are . de- 
veloped, you are self- 
conscious and the 
boys never give you 
a second glance. 


AFTER 
my 


_—— 
Look at the shapely 
curves of her legs 
now. She couldn’t be- 
lieve the difference 
herself, 





SEE HOW THIS TECHNIQUE HELPED 
JUST A FEW OF THE MANY OTHERS! 


LEGS LOOK 
BETTER AND 
DON'T GET TIRED 
AS QUICKLY 


Modern Methods 
has done wonders 
for me. It makes 
my legs look bet- 
ter and not get 
tired as quickly as 
they did before."’ 


—Mrs. T. H., Ft. 
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Requires only 15 minutes a Day! 


simple instructions: gaining stronger legs, improv 
color and circulation of legs: also normal ‘causes 


cording to height and weight, From the very first 


wonderful technique. 


‘*How To Add Al- 
luring Curves To 
Correct ae Per- 
sonst Leg 

ook 


—also packed with estan before and 
after photos of women who obtained 
remarkable results! Mailed in plain 
wrapper without obligation. Just sen 
name and address 
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TESTED AND PROVEN METHOD 


Well-known authority on legs with vears of experience 
you this tested and proven scientific course—only 
minutes a day—in the privacy of your home! Contains ‘ste p- 
by-step illustrations of the easy scientific leg teclinique with 
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of skinny 
legs, plus leg measurement char t of each section of — ac- 
day you 


may feel the gen ating effects of this method. Health C 
to write a 


ture ask ell-known authority on legs q 
series of articles on the fundamentals of this type of method. 
This magazine believed their readers should 1 
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happened, or if I imagined it all,” sh 
said, smiling. 

“No, it’s true,” I answered, looking 
around and noticing that all the seats wer 
taken. “Where can we talk?” 

“T have a wonderful idea.” Kathy said 
“Why don’t we have the conductor trang 
fer you to my car? There’s an emph 
berth—” : 

“Well,” I said dryly, “I’m afraid that | 
couldn’t take a pullman reservation.” 

“Oh,” she said, embarrassed for me 
“please let me pay—I mean, oh dear— 
Well, there’s so many things I'd like ty 
ask you, and—oh, there’s the conductor 
now.” 

The conductor was just coming down 
the aisle, and Kathy ran to talk to him, 
He consulted some charts, and when she 
came back, she said everything was ar. 
ranged. A porter came and took my bags, 
and I followed Kathy back through the 
train to her car. She had said she would 
take the upper and, at her insistence, | 
took the lower. 

By the time we were all settled it was 
time for dinner, and we went to the dining 
car. I felt a little strange. especially with 
those sandwiches in my suitcase. but | 
went anyway. A few people smiled at us, 
and one old lady even asked if we were 
identical twins. 

“No, but almost,” Kathy said, laughing. 

That was the most fantastic meal of my 
life. Kathy and I seemed to find so many 
similarities in taste and experiences. and 
even our little black and white summer 
suits were similar. She told me all about 
herself. Her parents had been divorced 
some ten or twelve years ago. and shed 
always lived with her mother in New York. 

Her mother, too, had just died, and now 
she was finally making the long trip west 

» Arizona, to her father and brother. She 
spoke of them both with pleasure and a 
little fear. 

“T can’t really remember them too well,” 
she said, looking down at her plate, “but 
it seems to me they were pretty wonderful 
people. Father was always so kind to us. | 
and Ted was the nicest big brother you'd 
ever want. I never knew why they sepa 
rated. And Mother never married again, 
and sometimes I think that—that—” 

She was getting all choked up, and | 
could see that she was feeling all the old 
pain, the old unhappiness. 

“Don’t cry, honey,” I said quickly. 
“Whatever happened is over, over and 
done with and can’t be changed. Look at 
it this way—you’re going home. Your 
mother’s gone, yes, but this is what she'd 
want you to do. You have another home.” 

She looked up and smiled. “You're 
right, Kay,” she said. “Thank you, and 
thanks for just being here. I’ve been feel- 
ing half glad, half scared. I’m glad youre 
along to cheer up my spirits!” 


She seemed eager to talk, to go over 
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and over again what little she did know 
and remember of her father and brother. 

“Father’s been ill,” she said, after 
awhile. “Our last letter from Ted, they 
didn’t think he’d— Wouldn’t it be awful if 
I’d go out there, and lose him, too?” 

“You musn’t think like that,” I said, re- 
assuringly. “Everything’s going to be fine.” 

We didn’t have a chance to talk further 
about Kathy’s family and problems. be- 
cause we were soon joined at the table by 
an elderly man who, I’d noticed, was in 
the same car as Kathy and I. 

“I’m Bill Mason,” he introduced him- 
self, smiling, after the waiter had seated 
him. “I believe we’re neighbors for this 
trip.” 

“Hello,” Kathy said. “I’m Kathy Rollins 
and this is Miss Kay Turner.” 

Mr. Mason’s eyebrows lifted in surprise 
and he said, “You’re not sisters?” 

We both laughed, and told the story 
again. 

“Amazing!” he exclaimed. “It’s amazing 
how much you resemble each other!” 

“We think it is, too, Mr. Mason,” I said, 
“but so far we’ve not been able to discover 
any mutual relations.” 

The waiter came for Mr. Mason’s order, 
and he turned his attention to the menu. 
Kathy and I finished dinner, and went 
back to our car. I suggested going to the 
club car. but Kathy wanted to read so | 
went on alone. Just as well, I thought, 
grinning, that I didn’t take 
twin along with me if a kindly fate should 
have decided I was to meet a rich, hand- 
some and single man! So, it was back to 
the club car and, since fate did not decide 
to provide what was hoped for, I settled 


my very near 


for a drink and a chat with some of the 
other passengers. 


A FTER MEETING KATHY. the long 
trip across country seemed more fun. 
and we enjoyed immensely trading life 
histories. I began to feel that I. too, had 
known her wonderful brother, Ted, and 
her father, for those few brief years. Of 
course, Kathy had much more to tell than 
I. She was deeply sympathetic when I 
told her I’d never known my parents. 
“Kay,” she said impulsively, “I wish I 
could share mine with you. 
much, and you so little.” 
“Thanks,” I said dryly, “but that’s the 
way the cookie crumbles sometimes.” 
She looked hurt at my tone of voice. and 
[ relented when I realized that she was 
just trying to be kind. Altogether, we got 
along very well, and the three-and-a-half- 
day trip seemed to almost fly by. We made 
elaborate plans to keep in touch and, al- 
though I pridefully considered myself a 
‘loner,’ I honestly intended to keep them. 
Then it happened. Whoever knows why 
some things happen as they do? There we 
were, one minute, both of us speeding 


I’ve had so 


along toward happy new lives, and the 
next—- 


It was the last night aboard, and early 
tomorrow we'd be passing through Kirby, 
Arizona, Kathy’s father’s home and where 
we'd part company. We were in our berths 
for the night and Kathy, clowning as usual, 
was hanging head downward over the side 
of the upper berth, making some joke or 
other. Suddenly the fast train 
came to a grinding, jerking halt. I was 
flung back against the wall by the impact, 
stunned for the moment. There were many 
cries of alarm, and questions, sounds of 
feet running back and forth, seemingly 
gathering in the aisle right outside. Kathy! 
Where was she? 

I stuck my head outside the curtains 
and then it was that I saw her, sprawled 
in the aisle, her head cocked at an unnatu- 
ral angle. Grabbing my robe, I slid quick- 
ly out of the berth and joined the others 
standing and kneeling beside her. My 
throat felt all tight and like I couldn’t 
breathe. Mr. Mason was there, and some of 


moving 


the other people we had come to know. 
The conductor was keeping back the curi- 
ous, and a porter had started to try to make 
her comfortable. 
“Don’t touch her,” 
quickly. “I’ve sent to see if there is a doc- 


the conductor said 


tor aboard.” 

“This is just awful, Miss Rollins,” Mr. 
Mason said to me, in his fussy manner, 
worse now that he, and all of us, were so 
frightened. Kathy looked so awfully still 
there in the dim light of the train corridor. 
What was it he called me, I thought vague- 
ly. Miss Robbins—oh, yes, he thought I 
was Kathy, and that she was I. 

“What happened?” I asked hoarsely. 
“Why did we stop?” 

“It was an emergency stop,” Mr. Mason 
said. “A freight—off schedule and dead 
ahead of us on the track.” 

“Oh,” I said pointlessly, ineffectually. 
Everything seemed pointless. 

Dear Heaven, I prayed, don’t let any- 
thing happen to Kathy. She has so much! 
Why couldn’t it have been me? 

I remembered her insisting that I take 
the lower berth. It should have been me, I 
thought painfully. 

“Can’t we do something for her?” I 
cried, when no one came forward after 
minutes. The conductor 
seemed at a loss. 

“We're due in Phoenix in a couple of 
hours. T had hoped against hope that there 
might have been a doctor—” he broke off 
suddenly, as the porter came down the 


several poor 


aisle, with someone following him—a little 
old lady! 

“No doctor, sir,” the porter told the con- 
ductor, “but this lady’s a nurse, and she 
said she’d see if she could do anything.” 

We all moved aside, as the nurse stepped 
quickly over, knelt down, and began a 
In a 
few seconds she was on her feet again, 
“A doctor would not have 


? 


brief examination—much too brief. 


crisply brief: 








Be lovely..he loved! 


HAVE LIGHTER, 
BRIGHTER 
SKIN 


He’ll love you even more because of 
your lovely complexion! So, start us- 
ing Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and see your dull, dark 
skin take on a lighter, brighter, softer, 
smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works inside 
your skin. Modern science knows of 
no faster way of lightening skin. 

Get Black 
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Bleaching 
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heels. Smartly detailed for last- 
ing, comfort. Other styles to 
EE. 






Money back guar... 
WRITE FOR FREE 


SYD KUSHNER 


oon. T-2, 733 South St. 


CHILDLESS 


WIVES Who BABIES! 
WISH 
Send 4¢ stamp for information concerning sim- 


ple easy-to-follow ovulation method (No Drugs) 
which has succeeded in %ths of cases tested. 


WARNER COMPANY, Dept. T 
500 Robert St. St. Paul |, Minn. 


. 
CATALOG 



















La Ta CAT 


Everything for the Wedding & Reception! 
Invitations @ Gifts for the bridal party 
Table decorations @ Trousseay items 

Unusual, exciting personalized items. 

ELAINE CREATIONS 
Box 824 Dept. E-404 

Chicago 42, Ill, 













ss 





~ JUST TAKING EASY eins 
\/ FOR BEAUTY PRODUCTS 


MAKE MORE WITH VALMOR 
and SWEET GEORGIA BROWN PRODUCTS 


You should thank me and later bless me for telling you of this 
FAST WAY of MONEY MAKING. Accept this liberal FREE 
offer with Faith and Hope that Good Luck has come your way 
at last! For more than 25 years many SWEET GEORGIA 
BROWN Agents have rospered. Some are owning Homes and 
Cars and have MONEY in the Bank. Be Smart Too! 


You'll Love This NEW | EASY PLAN 
NO EXPERIENCE 
NECESSARY 


Join up with a Company whose 
Products are well known every- 
where. Make Big Money EASY 
and FAST taking orders for 
Big Advertised line of Sweet 
Georgia Brown and Valmor 
Cosmetics, Beauty Creams, 
Skin Lotions, Hair Dressing, 
Perfumes and Incense. BIG 
earnings in full or spare time. 
100% Profits on most items, 
: Make more with Valmor. 
= Valuable Premiumsalso given. 
FREE Wrist Watch to all who qualify. Write Now for FREE Sample Case 
ffer and Complete Big Money Making Plans. Fill out Coupon TODAY. 
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been of any help, anyway. She is dead 
Broken neck.” 

It felt funny, crying. I couldn’t eve; 
remember crying before, and now | 
couldn’t seem to stop. All the tears in the 
world seemed to come up from inside me. 
and all the sorrow for the poor ones— 
poor Kathy, poor Ted and her father. Mr 
Mason tried to comfort me, but there was 
nothing but sorrow for this girl ’'d known 
so briefly, who had been so very, very 
happy. 

“Come, Miss Rollins,” the conductor 
was saying gently. “We are all very sorry. 
There are things that must be done, hoy. 
ever, and if you'll come with me for a fey 
moments—” 

He was calling me “Miss Rollins,’ too, 





LOVE CAME BY 


One day passion knocked on my 
door, 

I bade him to depart. 

He could not tempt or entice me, 

He had not touched my heart. 


Theu love came by, enticing, sweet, 
And wooed me with his charms. 
Content to linger and be blessed. 
| walked into his arms. 

—Bertha Maurer 





just like Mr. Mason had been confused. 
or else he simply heard Mr. Mason. | 
don’t know when the idea first came to me. 
I know it must have been a quick decision. 
but I’ve never remembered making it. | 
get it all mixed up with the sudden stop- 
ping of the train, the accident. the dim 
lights overhead, and sometimes, strangely. 
I think I knew even before the accident. 

“Yes, sir.” I said numbly to the conduc: 
tor, following him down the aisle to his 
little corner seat and table. 

“You have her name and address, nex! 
of kin, where she was going and all that?” 
he asked, drawing out papers. 

“Yes.” I whispered. “She’s—she was— 
Miss Kay Turner; destination. Los A» 
geles; no living relatives.” 

He wrote rapidly, then turned sadly to 
me: “I know this has been a terrible shock. 
Miss Rollins. It is to me, too. Never in 
my thirty years of railroading has such a 
thing ever happened.” 

“What will you do with—I mean—” | 
broke off, crying again. 

“We'll leave the body at Phoenix, the 
next largest city, and the railroad wil] make 
arrangements to send her on to Los An- 
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ver in 
such a 


geles. Just give me all possible informa- 
tion you have on her.” 

“All right,” I said wearily. “There isn’t 
much.” I thought of the money I'd saved 
for living expenses before I could find a 
job and get settled. “She doesn’t have any- 
one. I’d—I’d like to give the money for 
her funeral.” 

After some more discussion, he finally 
sent me back to my berth. The porter had 
removed the body, the corridors were quiet, 
and the train had once more begun its 
journey into the night—this time at a pace 
much slower. and in keeping with the 
spirits of those aboard. Back in my berth. 
the reaction set in, and I lay there. staring 
in wide-eyed terror into the night. What 
had I done? What in heaven’s name had 
[ done? 

When we arrived in Phoenix, still before 
dawn, everyone was very kind and helpful, 
making it as easy as possible. I could not 
look at Kathy’s still form on the stretcher. 
That was not Kathy. that was me! I was 
not me, I was Kathy! Suddenly. I wanted 
to run wildly down the streets of Phoenix 
and forget it all—not be Kathy, Kay. or 
anyone. But I couldn’t. For whatever rea- 
sons I had taken her place—compassion 
for her and her family, the deep irony of 
my own aloneness, and—yes, it was true 

-the chance to better myself materially, I 

was committed irrevocably to the road I'd 
taken. 
GOME SEVENTY-FIVE MILES or so 
“ later, when we came to the little town 
of Kirby, due west of Phoenix. I began to 
feel my first fears. Could I pull it off? I 
felt that I knew Ted and Kathy’s father 
as well as if they were my own, and they 
hadn’t seen Kathy in over twelve years. 
Would they know? Would blood tell? 

At the little station in Kirby, I stepped 
off the train carrying Kathy’s bag. I was 
the only one to get off at the little whistle- 
stop town, and I looked around me in dis- 
may. Suddenly, the handsomest man I'd 
ever seen in my life 
velling, “Kathy! Kathy! you're here!” 

He picked me up in his arms and 
whirled me around and around. I| laughed 


rushed up to me 


and squealed happily. “Ted, put me down! 
I'm getting dizzy!” 

Once back down on earth, I responded 
to his quick hug. and stood stil] while 


“ 


he just “stood off and looked at me.” 

“You sure are the prettiest thing in this 
town,” he said grinning, “I reckon I’m 
kinda sorry you’re my sister.” 

I kept my own grin on straight, and said. 
real casual, “I reckon I’m glad you’re my 
brother, Ted!” 

If I'd only known, then, how terribly, 
terribly wrong that statement was, I think 
I'd have run down the track after the Los 
Angeles train. now vanishing into the dis- 
tance, 
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Life had done her dirty. 

\nd only death, sweet death, 

could erase the bitterness 

of living. Then she met & 
ithe stranger on the bridge 

and learned about the hope 

of tomorrow. You will 


learn, too, when you read... 
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A warm new story 
in the April Issue 
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Ted laughed and said, “That’s my 
Kathy.” 

He picked up my bag and taking the 
claim checks, got my—Kathy’s—trunks 
from the baggage cart. 

“Dad’s so anxious to see you,” he said. 
as he piled the luggage into the back of 
a long. sleek station wagon. While we were 
driving along the ‘main street.’ and Ted 
was pointing out the places of interest in 
Kirby, I found myself looking more at 
Ted, than at the town. I noted, with mild 
surprise, that Kirby wasn’t like the west- 
ern movie version, but pretty much like 
any small town back east. Then I devoted 
my attention to Ted. 

He was tall, rangy. tan complexion, and 
had the most straight-forward eyes I'd ever 
seen in my life. I found that I could answer 
his questions smoothly—easily. That ride 





QUESTION AFTER LOVE 


You were the one 
Who came and went. 
Love so sweet. 

So swiftly spent. 


You were a fancy, 
That I knew, 
But why. asks my heart. 
So briefly true? 
—William Beyer 





set the mood for us. for the first time. | 
was happy about my impersonation. A few 
minutes later when we arrived ‘home’ and 
I saw ‘Father.’ my happiness was complete 
and I felt I'd made the right decision. 

The old man was an aged, and smaller. 
carbon copy of Ted and, though confined 
to a wheel chair. still seemed active and 
alert. Tears filled his eyes when he saw 
me, and he said only one word. “Kathy.” 
and held out his arms to me. I ran into 
them. happily. and this was one part of 
the performance that was no act. 

How much better, I thought. that the) 
should have a little happiness, rather than 
learning of the real Kathy’s tragic acci- 
dent. And if, when he dies, I should re- 
ceive some material reward, what possible 
harm could it do? 

Ted had told me, along the way home. 
about our father’s string of restaurants and 
gas stations. He had seen a need and filled 
it. and the operation was immensely suc- 
cessful. Ted was the manager, now. 

And so I came home. I think I forgot. 
at first, that [ wasn’t Kathy. Everything 
was just wonderful. I learned to ride. 
and was Ted’s constant companion. Fath- 
er’s health improved, and old Doc Jones 





to 
be 
th 


m 
lo 


w 





my 


the 
nks 


aid. 
of 
ere 
Ted 
in 
al 
ild 
Pst - 
ike 


ted 


ind 
ver 
ver 
ide 


ti 


i 











told me it was all thanks to me. | stopped 
being cautious and calculating. and for 
the first time in my life I was just happy! 
| knew, too, that I'd made Father happy. 


home 
too, 
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care. I, 


V ONTHS PASSED. 

- bloomed under my 
seemed to come alive, and was searching 
my soul to know the reason for it. I found 
the answer, the evening we had a party 
and invited some of the neighbors over. 
I found the answer and my heart cried 
“NO!” and I tried to cover it up again 
as if it were some terrible disease. 

Ted and I were in the library finishing 
last minute preparations for the party. I 
wore a new pale green ballerina length 
evening dress I’d so carefully shopped for 
in Phoenix. Ted had whistled admiringly 
when he first saw me. and now. with a 
record playing softly and low, our first 
drinks of the evening in our hands, Ted 
looked at me with a strange light in his 
eyes. 

“You know, you'll laugh at this.” he 
said, almost nervously, “but sometimes you 
don’t seem like my sister at all. Some- 
times—” 

I guess that’s when it hit me. Our eyes 
met full force, and I knew that I was in 
love with Ted—so terribly. fully, complete- 
ly. Not the brother-sister type love behind 
which I’d been hiding my true feelings 
these many months, lying to myself, but 
man-woman love. aching. hopeless desire 
and need, made stronger by the day-to-day 
contact, the comaraderie, the intimate, al- 
most touching relationship. 

I couldn’t breathe. or move my eyes. | 
was hypnotized. I know I swayed a step 
closer to him, and was stopped only by 
the sudden question, almost alarm, in Ted’s 
own searching dark eyes. It was on the 
tip of my tongue to say, ‘Ted, Ted, darling! 
I'm not your sister. ’m not Kathy! I’m 
Kay Turner. We’re not related. and I love 
you, I love you.’ 

Then the impossibility of it all hit me 
like a shower of ice water. I knew the ques- 
tions: What then was I doing here? Why 
had I deceived? What had I done to them? 
Where was their Kathy? The last brought 
me to my senses, and with heroic effort, I 
managed to laugh casually. say belatedly, 
“That’s only because we’ve been apart for 
so long, Ted dear. Of course, I seem like 
your sister to you, because I am.” 

He shook his head and made another 
drink. “Sure,” he mumbled. 

“And let’s save some of the drinking for 
the party,” I said, trying to speak sharply 
and sound like a sister. He didn’t answer, 
and turned his back. I stared for a moment 
at the beloved dark head bent over the 
table, then turned and fled from the li- 
brary. 

That evening, at our party, one of our 
guests brought his cousin, who had a small 
ranch a bit farther west of us. Andy Flem- 
ing was his name, and he was very nice and 


a bachelor. [t was almost obvious that the 
good people were trying to pair us off. and 
I did my best to respond. Andy was slow 
and sturdy, not the mercurial swift magic 
of my darling Ted. Andy and I dated some. 
after that, and I tried to show 
terest. In his own gentle way, Andy pro- 
almost as if he felt he 
should. and when I refused. he was kind 
and understanding. and went on off as if 
completing a job that had to be done. 
After the pretense with Andy was over. 
I was back again to face the lonely march 
of days. weeks. months. Ted and I never 
again mentioned anything like our conver- 
sation in the library before the party. 
Father continued to improve, and life set- 


some in- 


posed one evening, 


tled into a pattern. 

One spring. after a particularly trying 
period of stiffly playing ‘little sister’ to the 
only man I could ever love. I began to 
think of leaving. I could always just say I 
wanted to go to the city, couldn’t I? Of 
course. my mother had left father, and I 
knew. now. how he felt about that. But the 
years were passing, and what about me? 
What about my life? 

Just when I had my plans all made, Ted 
came Ellen. and 
quietly that they would be married. Ellen 
was the daughter of one of the local min- 
isters, and they’d always been friends. I 
was fiercely happy to see that theirs was 


home with announced 


not a raging love affair. but still I was torn 
again with pain and jealousy. 

“You can go. now, Ted.” Father said. 
smiling. “I have my daughter to take care 
of me. Fate sent me my daughter just in 
time.” 

I, too, smiled. and buried my dreams. | 
couldn’t go now—maybe later. 

The day Ted and Ellen were married 
was the only time—I swear. the only time 

that I let myself think: Why doesn’t he 
die? Why doesn’t the old man die and I 
can have my freedom? 

I quickly put the unkind thought out of 
my mind, and did my part as the dutiful 
sister and daughter. After Ted and Ellen 
were married, they moved to a house on the 
other side of town, and I was so relieved at 
not having to see and be near him every 
day, that I relaxed and almost became a 
new person. Father was happier than I’d 
seen him in a long time, and he continually 
dropped hints that I, too. might marry and 


. 


bring another ‘son’ and grandchildren into 
the house. 

I didn’t have to worry about that. though, 
because pretty soon Ted and Ellen started 
on his grandchildren for him. They'd not 
been married a year. when little Teddy III 
was born. Looking at Ted’s darling son 
reopened an old wound, but now the pain 
was less. And then, in about a year and a 
half, there followed little Mary Ellen. 

How long had it been since that fateful 
day I stepped off the train into the bright 
sunlight of an Arizona day. and the even 
brighter-seeming gleam of Ted’s smile? 
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ESTERDAY it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 
L, aon and wonders: why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “‘toad- 
stool”’ that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
derly growth . . . and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 


The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
—growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
on this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 





Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 


Your contributions to the American 
Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 
tomorrow. 


Remember: Cancer 
canstrikeanyone. But AM F RI OA 
you can strike back 
hard with your dol- 
lars. Send your gift to CAN CER 
CANCER in care of 
your local post office. S () ¢ ETY 
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Seven years, eight--almust ten years! | 
was getting old! My life was slipping by, 
and I’d had only one dream—an impossi- 
ble one that I could not have. True, I’d had 
security and family affection, but I was al- 
most thirty-five years old. and life seemed 
ended for me. My spirit rebelled, and I 
felt hope flare up again. Just over the hori- 
zon was Los Angeles. to which I'd been 
heading so many years ago. Why shouldn’t 
[ still go? Father was coming along just 
fine. Ted and his family had the business 
well under control. They could hire some- 
one to take care of Father. (He would not 
move out of his own home.) 

And so once again, I planned to go. ['d 
decided to tell them all, all together, after 
a big Thanksgiving dinner at our house. 
Everything had been just wonderful. and 
the mutual family affection had filled our 
souls, as the food had our bodies. Ellen and 
[ got along well, and I was sure she’d un- 
derstand and help me explain that [ just 
wanted to go to the city and make a life of 
my own. 

We were leaving the table. and [ was 
wheeling Father into the library when it 
happened. He grabbed at his chest. and his 
throat. 

“Kathy.” he whispered hoarsely, “I think 
i's—my heart. Get-—-Doc—Jones.” 

I called Ted and Ellen. Ted rushed to 
get the doctor and, in alarm, Ellen and 1] 
made Father as comfortable as possible. 
He looked grey. and we were terribly 
frightened. Doe Jones came at once, and 
immediately confirmed our fears—heart at- 
tack. and added to other complications. 
not good. 

Both our households revolved, then, 
around care and concern for Father. My 
leaving was absolutely out of the question. 
He recovered slowly, but was, of course, 
confined to bed. When I became exhausted 
from caring for him. we had a nurse to 
help out for awhile. but I was soon back on 
my feet and caring for him. 

“Kathy.” he whispered to me one day, 
his voice and eyes worshipful, “you are the 
best daughter anyone ever had in all this 
world.” 

Quietly I said, “Thank you, Father.” and 
held the tears until I left the room. 


HAT WAS five years ago. Father is still 
with us. though only a shadow of his 
former self. I know I’ve made his last years 
happy ones, and that’s some compensation. 
Looking back out the window, I saw that 
Ted, Ellen. and the three children were 
headed. in their usual pell-mell fashion, for 
the front door. Teddy. Jr. grew so fast and, 
oh, divine small favor, seemed to return 
in kind the endless devotion of his Aunt 
Kathy. I took one more look at the mirror, 
patted the severe bun that was not out of 
place, and noted that the few grey hairs 
at my temples were not unbecoming. 
“They’re here, Father,” I called, and 
went to the door to greet my brother. 


THE END 
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What Makes A Bad Girl 


(Continued from Page 40) 


about “loose” women, the type of 
they'll have fun with, and the type of 
| they'll marry. 

Thirdly. but not third in importance. 
is the danger of pregnancy. and the 
that she may bring into the world an 
legitimate child, an innocent victim of 
the parents’ weakness. Too, there is, in a 
| percentage of cases, the danger of 


lisease and infection. 
[here are many other dangers. depend- 
« upon the individual situations and the 
ople involved. 
What. then, should a girl do if she has 
lready “crossed the line,” if, for one or 
ther reason she is already a “bad girl”? 
he should realize, of course. that it is 
he end of the world. Although there 
be some losses, and some suffering. 
he must learn to live with what has hap- 
d. The Greatest Teacher has told us. 
Go and sin no more.” So, the first thing in 
onstructive program for the future, is 
repeat the incident, to gain strength 
haracter from her mistake. 
not always easy to say, “I do hereby 
olve.” if the demands of the flesh drown 
it the voice of the spirit. However, if she 
should try to avoid the things that caused 
r to err in the first place, this is a mighty 
tep toward gaining social and _per- 
11 forgiveness for the first sin. 


Secondly. she should go right on ahead 
ind plan her life and career just as be- 
fore. Life has a way of going forward. de- 


heartbreak. “Life closes up over 
the vacancies and goes on.” 

Third, it might be a good idea to start. 
if possible, on a program of personal or 
tual (and character) improvement. 
[f she has not been active in civic and 
affairs, now is the time to step 
bravely forward. The old adage, “nature 

a vacuum,” is still true, and to fill 
her life with activities will take her mind 
iway from personal problems. Along this 
line would be the interest in a hobby. or 
elopment of any special talent she 


} 
Inrteilec 


the ie 


It important at this time that a girl 
does not blame herself too harshly. It will 
lp to pour hot coals of condemnation 
r head. Of course, the other extreme 
arrogance. cock-sureness, think- 
ou-have-done-something attitude is out of 
The road of reality is most usu- 
illy the middle road. 
a result of her indiscretion, the 
girl should find herself pregnant, that 
pose large problem indeed, one that will 
\ cer by the day. There are homes 


plas [00 


for unwed mothers and, today, the con- 
demnation is not as severe as it used to be, 
by society. In many instances, the boy who 
got her “into trouble” will be persuaded 
into marriage, either by the girl. or either 


set of parents. There is a question as to 
the happiness of such marriages, and fu- 
ture bitterness. but many of them do very 
well. 

Finally—and this is certainly true—no 
one is completely bad, just as no one is 
completely good. The “bad girl” usually 





does have many qualities which will make 
her inherently a fine, strong woman. She 
may have a certain courage which, turned 
into the right channel. will bring her great 
success in life. 

The “good girl” is not without her prob- 
lems. her sins. This is little enough to 
offer at a time of unhappiness and rejec- 
tion, but that is what life is, after all—the 
adjustments, the wrongs and rights, the 
shadings of gray with some black. some 
white, that make up the complete picture 


of living. THE END 





Recipes For Desserts To Keep Slim 


(Continued from Page 43) 


Vaple Dessert Sauce 
Melt \4 cup butter; blend in 2 thsps. flour; 
add 3 thsps. non-caloric sweetening solu- 
tion, %4 cup water, ¥g tsp. salt and 1 cup 
evaporated milk. Cook over medium heat. 
stir until thick. Remove from heat and add 
11% tsps. maple flavoring. Cool. Makes 2 
cups sauce, or 8 servings. Each serving 
contains 99 calories. 1f made with sugar, 
each serving would contain 244 calories. 


Hot Brandied Fruit 
Drain liquid from I 1-lb. can dietetic peach 
slices, pear halves, cherries and apricot 
halves, saving 2 cups. Combine the liquid 
with 2 tbsps. non-caloric sweetening solu- 
tion; blend into 1 tbsp. cornstarch. Cool 
over medium heat until thickened, stirring 
constantly. Add the drained fruit and heat 
through. Remove from heat and stir in 1 
tbsps. apricot brandy. Serve hot. Makes 12 
servings; each serving contains 65 calories. 
If made with sugar, each serving would 

contain 130 calories. 


Coffee Dessert Jelly 
Soften 3 tbsps. gelatin in Y% cup cold wa- 
ter. Add 4 tsps. non-caloric sweetening so- 
lution, 2 thsps. instant coffee and 24% cups 
boiling water; stir to dissolve. Add ‘x tsp. 
salt and 1 tsp. lemon juice. Pour into a 
lightly oiled 1-quart mold. Chill until set. 
Unmold and garnish, if desired, with low- 
calorie whipped topping. Makes 6 servings, 
each containing 17 calories. If made with 
sugar each serving would contain 103 
calories. 


Spicy Cherry Sauce 
Drain 1 1-lb. can water-pack cherries. Add 
liquid to 1 tbsp. cornstarch to make a 
smooth paste. Add 2 thsps. non-caloric 


sweetening solution, 1 tbsp. lemon juice, 1 
tsp. cinnamon, 1g tsp. nutmeg and Vg tsp. 
cloves. Cook, stirring constantly until thick- 
ened, Add cherries and heat. Remove from 
heat and add 4 tsp. almond extract. Serve 
hot with tiny cottage cheese-filled pan- 
cakes. Makes 8 servings. Each contains 31 


calories. If made with sugar, each would 
contain 128 calories. 


Orange Wine Cream 
Soften 1 tbsp. gelatin in 2 tbsps. cold wa- 
ter. Combine 2 eggs and 2 tbsps. non- 
caloric sweetening solution in top of double 
boiler; blend in 34 cup plus 2 tbsps. sherr) 
wine; cook, stirring constantly until mix- 
ture begins to coat spoon. Add softened 
gelatin, stirring until dissolved. Add 1 cup 
orange juice and 1 tbsp. lemon juice. Chill 
45 minutes. Whip Y cup nonfat dry milk 
with 4% cup ice water until mixture begins 
to thicken. Pour into a lightly oiled 1-qt. 
mold. Chill until set. Garnish with orange 
slices, if desired. Makes 8 servings. Each 
serving contains 99 calories. If made with 
sugar, each serving would contain 196 
calories. 


Apricot-Sherry Jelly 

Drain 1 1-lb. can dietetic apricot halves, re- 
serving °4 cup of the liquid. Soften 2 tbsps. 
gelatin in the liquid. Combine 7 tbsps. 
sherry wine, 2 cups water and 4 tsps. non- 
caloric sweetening solution; bring to a 
boil; add to the softened gelatin, stirring 
to dissolve. Chill until mixture begins to 
thicken. Pour into a lightly oiled 1-quart 
ring mold; chill until completely set. Un- 
mold on platter and garnish outside edge 
of molded jelly with apricot halves. Makes 
8 servings. Each serving contains 47 cal- 
lf made with sugar, each serving 
would contain 112 calories. 


ories. 


Baba Rum Sauce 
Combine 1 tbsp. cornstarch and 1 tbsp. 
non-caloric sweetening solution into a 
smooth paste. Gradually add 1 cup strong 
coffee. Cook over medium heat, stirring 
constantly until thickened. Remove from 
heat and add 1 tsp. rum flavoring. Cool 
and serve over sponge cake, Brioche, Baba 
or ice cream. Makes 1 cup or 4 servings. 
Each serving contains 7 calories. If made 
with sugar, each serving would contain 
103 calories. 
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HE CUCU EODEUEOUES UEDA EN EU EU AH ENN EAH aE 


‘Marry in haste and repent 
at leisure,’ the warning went. 


Was it really true or was it 


Just old folks’ gossip? Well, 


I was on my way to finding 


out when I.... 


‘MARRIED AT SEVENTEEN’ 


Read this story 


of teen-age trials 
in the April issue 


of Tan magazine 
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| Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 8) 


Bertice Reading’s pals gave her a 
“Sad Party” after the stage production 
“The Midnight Sun” sank on the road be- 
fore reaching Broadway. However, the bub- 
bling blues singer bounced right back 
again and joined “The Jazz Train” to 
Europe. 


Former Philly deejay, Ramon 
Bruce, says his 2-year marriage to the 
beautiful niece of Broadway star, Juanita 
Hall, is as over as a marriage can get. 
Ramon, now director of Public Service Af- 
fairs for a San Francisco station, and his 
pretty missus have been having the miseries 
for some time. 


Jazzman Sonny Stitt and his wife 
decided not to let their marriage get any 
older. They told it to the judge and settled 
their differences via divorce. 


Singer Johnny Mathis has been con- 
templating for some time taking a venture 
into dramatics. He’s wondering whether 
this could be the right time to make a move 
since he’s been offered the starring role in 
an upcoming Broadway play. 





| Ella Fitzgerald, the No. 1 femme 
| singer around today, signed to play Big 
| Flora, a skid row songstress in the Colum- 
| bia Pix “Let No Man Write My Epitaph.” 
| Since that time the title has been changed 
| to “Reach For Tomorrow” and a song is 
| being written with that title for Ella. 


“Malaga” is the new title of the 
Warner Bros. picture formerly called “Mo- 
ment Of Danger” and originally called 
“The Takers.” The movie was shot in Spain 
and stars Dorothy Dandridge and Edmund 
Purdom, and if there are no further 
changes we might get a look at it soon. 


| The boss of a New York eastside 
| jazz spot was all set to sign a famous blues 
singer to a juicy five year contract but she 
blew it. The gal brought in much business 
but the boss couldn’t stand her temper 
tantrums, 


Singer Lil Greenwood, who has 
been vocalizing for years with the Duke of 
Ellington, finally is hitting the publicity 
jackpot. Ebony Magazine is currently re- 
searching a piece on the one-time school- 
marm. 


The Billy Eckstines (she’s Carolle 
Drake) are really cementing the family 
| ties. Their fourth child, daughter Gina 


| . . 
| Lea, recently weighed in at seven pounds 
| at Hollywood’s Victory Hospital. 
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I Won’t Be Trapped By Love 


(Continued from Page 37 


e for clothes and other necessities. I 
ot to be a hard, bossy little girl, learning 
make her own way in the world. 

Vy last two years in high school my 

t-time earnings were supplemented by 

blic relief, and that was a constant 

yurce of shame to me. A lot of families in 

neighborhood were also on relief. but 

at was small comfort. After graduation, 

| got a job as stock girl in Stearn’s depart- 

nt store, one of the first colored girls 
hired there. 

[ made up my mind that someday I'd be 

sales clerk, even though such a thing 

vas unheard of at the time. But I took a 
rrespondence course in business and 
ilesmanship and I kept my eyes and ears 
en around the store. Then, a few years 
o, after various civic and religious 
roups started a campaign to get Negro 
iles help in downtown stores, a few jobs 
pened up. I got one of them. 

Now I was Sarah Giles, career girl, and 
as the breeze. There were few men in 
life. I didn’t have time for them and 

[ didn’t like them. The young ones who 
no money or decent jobs seemed silly 
immature to me. The older ones tried 
iw all over me or wanted me to give up 
freedom—with or without a marriage 


aie 
et, I couldn’t honestly say I hated all 
Paul, of course. had been around for 
yst of my life and it was hard to hate him. 
[t was just that I never thought of him in 
omantic way. It was safe going out with 
Paul because I could handle him. even 
ullied him, I guess. 
Yes, it would be wrong to say I disliked 
\! men. A business girl meets lots of males 
guys. fellows. but very few men. 


Dboys, 
Real men. 
Fred Mason was a real man. It told in 
quiet, calm manner, the strong lean 
oop of his body, the serious expression in 
eyes. He worked in the shipping depart- 
ent at Stearn’s, and in the short time he'd 
en there had worked up to a responsible 
ition. Seeing him now and then, and 
his name mentioned in the office 
is enough to tell me he was a man who 
new what he wanted and was going to get 
[here was no nonsense about him. 
Funny, though—we’d only exchanged a 
ew words and yet Fred Mason had popped 
» my mind when Paul had asked if there 
yas a man in my life. Maybe it was be- 
ause just a few days before, I'd gone to 
the shipping department to straighten out 
order that had not been delivered to one 


learing 


of my customers. The department super- 


or sent me to Fred Mason. 
I hate to bother you,” I said, “but this 
ne of my best customers and _ she’s 

etty upset about this order.” 
d grinned and stuck his pipe between 


J 


his strong. even teeth. “Can't have that. 
can we?” 

I watched him as he sent for the truck 
driver. and proceeded to trace down the 
missing package. I found myself thinking 
about his firm lips, wondering how they’d 
feel on mine. I could smell the bracing 
odor of his shaving lotion as we bent close 
over the shipping crate he used as a desk. 
I felt my cheeks grow warm and my pulse 
leap when his hand accidentally touched 
mine. I was furious at myself for that. 
Strange behavior for a gal who had vowed 
never to be trapped by love. 


N° THE DAYS that followed. I found 

myself thinking a lot about Fred Mason. 
straining to catch a glimpse of him around 
the store. And at last I could admit it to 
myself—this was the one person who could 
make me forget how much I hated men. 

But as I lay in my bed that night. I 
couldn’t completely forget all the promises 
I'd made to myself through the years—that 
someday I’d have all the things I dreamed 
of, all the luxuries I’d missed while grow- 
ing up. A car, a nice home. clothes—I’d 
always felt that | would buy them myself 
and not be beholden to any of the men who 
had offered them to me. But now, Paul was 
offering to give me all that—and more— 
just for helping him out of a jam. Oh, I 
was well aware that there’d come a day 
when he’d want to enjoy the privileges of 
a husband. but I was sure I could handle 
him. 

To -be honest. I didn’t waste 
thought on the girl Paul had told me about. 
I accepted his version; it was just as likely 
to be true as any other. As the sleepless 
night wore on. I thought more and more 
about the luxuries and security that a love- 
Jess marriage with Paul would bring me. 
And his wedding band on my finger would 
keep away all the wolves that pestered a 
bachelor girl like me. Yes, there’d be def- 
inite advantages to being Mrs. Paul Wynn. 

Yet. the thing that made up my mind for 
me was not the enticing prospect of all the 
things Paul could offer me, but the dis- 
covery that I had fallen in love with Fred. 
Oh, yes. I was the hard-boiled. practical 
minded gal who laughed at sentiment, but 
the next day when I saw him striding to- 
ward me with his eyes shining and an 
eager smile on his lips I was a goner. I 
was hooked the same as any other ro- 
mantic, starry-eyed girl. 

“T’ve been looking for you.” Fred said, 
grabbing both my hands in his. “I’ve got 
some news that’s too good to keep!” 

“What is it?” I asked, trying hard to 
keep my own excitement under control. 

“Well. I just got a raise!” Fred burst 
out, then added quickly. “I hope you don’t 
mind. but T just had to tel] somebody.” 


much 


“That's wonderful! Stearn’s doesn’t pass 
out raises every day. It must mean you're 
doing a good job.” 

He nodded. “That’s just it—I’ve proved 
that they didn’t make a mistake when they 
hired me. I don’t mean to sound like I’m a 
hig shot or anything,” he went on, “but it 
was very important that I make good.” 

I assured him I knew what he meant. 
“It makes it easier for the next person who 
wants something better than a janitor’s 
job.” 

“[T knew you’d understand.” Fred said 
happily. “In fact, I thought we might- 
well. [ feel like celebrating and I can't 
think of anyone I'd rather do it with than 
you.” 

“It’s a date.” I said. and by the way my 
heart pounded at the thought of being out 
with him I knew that I was in love. Fred 
promised to pick me up at home at eight 
that evening, and the moment he was out 
of sight I began planning for my first real 
date in months. Most of my clothes were 
business suits that I wore to work and | 
wanted something special to wear for Fred. 

I quickly decided what it would be. I 
went to the racks and picked it out. Even 
with the store discount it would set me 
back almost a week’s pay, but it was worth 
it. It was one of those simple, expensive 
things. It was a black satin sheath. tight 
at the hips, full in the shoulders. with a 
smart roll collar. It had such beautiful 
lines and it fit me perfectly. 

Mom almost fell out of her chair when 
she saw me come out of my room in that 
dress. She stared at me and then her eyes 
misted over with tears. “Sarah.” she said. 
“vou’ve got yourself a man!” 

Of course it was true, but it made me 
unreasonably angry to have my mother 
make such a fuss over it. It had always 
annoyed me that after her rotten life with 
Dad she was still sentimental about love 
and marriage. Irritated, I said, “I don't 
know why you’re making such a big deal 
about it. You’ve seen me dressed up be- 
fore.” 

Mom beamed. “Yes, but this time it’s 
different. Maybe my prayers are going to 
be answered at last.” 

If Mom’s reaction had irritated me. 
Fred’s gave me the warmest glow of pleas- 
ure I'd ever known. He gulped. stepped 
back to take a better look and stood there 
staring with his mouth open. “Sarah!” he 
breathed at last, “I didn’t expect—what I 
mean is, you’re terrific!” 

“Tt’s just a dress,” I said modestly. 

He came closer and peered at me. I'd 
fluffed out my hair a bit and it looked 
softer than I usually wore it. And I'd put 
on my makeup with extra care. “No,” Fred 
said huskily, “it’s you. You’re different.” 

It was later that evening as we sat in a 
club on 24th Street that I said, “Why so 
thoughtful? This is supposed to be a cele- 
bration, remember?” 

Fred rubbed his hand over his face and 
then grinned sheepishly. “I guess I’m still 
trying to get used to the idea of being out 
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with a glamour doll,” he said. “Sarah. for mm vununnuuUn HvvuuUNeeneeEEEELUOUUUUUOUUUUNAAHHHONNNTE 





<n the past few days I’ve been watching you 
and thinking about you—and I didn’t know 
=“ why until tonight.” - 
iis “And why is it. Fred?” I asked in a tiny 
‘ma a ; , e 
a it “I'm in love with you. that’s why.” he ‘ 
said simply. . No mother ever faced 
—_—y Quietly, I said, “I feel the same way, 
oa Fred. os - 
‘eae He took my hand and held it tightly and a more bitter truth, 
we sat there, lost for words. Finally. Fred 
aT stood up. “Let’s get out of here. We'll go i 
- somewhere so we can talk. or had to do the things 
waits We floated out of there hand in hand. 
at We walked along 24th Street. unmindfu! of 
the hustle and bustle all around us. As we she had to do 
= passed an outdoor ice cream stand, Fred 
aes suddenly turned in and we went up to the 


Fred window for a couple of ice cream cones. 
Then we continued our walking like a 
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_ couple of kids out on a date. 

inal There was no need for much talking. We 

neon seemed perfectly attuned to each other. 

nd I and when at last we turned into the walk = 

liad. leading to our house I felt a fleeting pang = 

os 2 of sorrow for Paul. Now that I had found = 

— my true love, there was not the slightest =z 
fas chance for Paul’s frantic little scheme. : 

dl Even the luxuries could not tempt me now. = 


liens for together, Fred and I could get all the 
ia things I could ever wish for. 

tight eis : ae 

2 “This has been quite a day!” Fred said 


tiful as we stood in the door. “A raise in pay. a 


date with a wonderful girl. now I’ve got 


when myself a sweetheart—I don't know what ; 5 
that else could happen after all that! 


I moved close to him, raised my lips. 


wit 


pn “This is just the beginning. darling.” I 
murmured. 
» me “T love you, Sarah,” he said. his voice 
dees hoarse with emotion. Then his lips met 
nae mine and his arms went around me tight. 
with I'd never experienced anything like it be- 
Riss fore, the surging thrill that raced through 
Jon’t me, the wild pounding of my heart. the 


deal tingling on my mouth, my ear. my neck 




















he wherever his eager lips pressed against me. 
Finally, we broke away from each other 
» it’s and my legs were still weak from that kiss = 
ig to as I went in the house and made my way = 
up to my room. [I dawdled through my un- = 
i. dressing, busy building all sorts of day- = 
leas: dreams. My life with Fred would be sheer A mother faces 
pped heaven. I was sure of it. We both had good 
there jobs and that meant in addition to each ° 
** he other we could have a beautiful home. a the tragic facts 
hat I car and a place in Omaha society. 
I had to admit to myself that I longed 
to be part of the social whirl I had only about her son 
». I'd caught occasional glimpses of. I had gotten 
oked a lot of publicity when Stearns hired me il 3 = 
1 put and I admit I liked the feeling of being -_ the April — 
Fred important. Fred and I could do a lot of 
ent.” entertaining and become one of the most of TAN Mavazine 
in a popular couples of the younger set. ad 
ly so At last I got into bed and fell asleep 
cele- thinking about Fred. 
» and N THE DAYS that followed. I didn’t = 
still give poor Paul a thought. At work I was = = 
o out constantly thinking about Fred. seeing him 5 MMe Ee 
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whenever I could, and we spent almost 
every evening together. I was much too 
happy to worry about how Paul solved his 
problem. 

But then I happened to run into him one 
vening about two weeks after Fred and I 
liscovered we were in love. 

You didn’t have to run out on me just 

because I was in a jam,” Paul said. He 
yunded more hurt than angry. 

“T—I’ve been very busy, Paul,” I said. 
We’re such good friends I was sure you'd 
inderstand. And about—about what you 
isked me that night 

Paul waved a hand. “Forget it. I still 
hink you're the greatest, Sarah.” 

I felt [| owed him an explanation. “A 
zirl just can’t marry a man she doesn’t 
ve, Paul.” 

Look. you don’t have to apologize.” he 

| sharply. “Anyway. what do you know 
care about love?” 

Until a couple of weeks ago-——nothing.” 
conceded. “But now I know and I care 
bout it more than [ thought | could ever 
ure about anything.” 

Paul stared at me in surprise. “Oh, no! 
Don’t tell me you finally tumbled. Who's 
he lucky guy?” 

[ told him about Fred and he was nice 
iough to wish me luck. Then I asked 
ibout the girl ke had gotten into trouble. 

Paul laughed. “It seems there were two or 
ee guys ahead of me.” he explained. 

Her boy friend found out what she was 

ng to do and whipped her head. She’s 
ff my back. so you don’t have to worry 

ibout sacrificing yourself to save me.” 

We parted still friends. That night I told 
Fred about Paul. He wasn’t at all jealous. 
n fact. he felt sorry for Paul. “Poor guy.” 
Fred commented, “I know how tough it is 

ving alone. He’s got money. but [ve got 

We've got each other, darling.” | said. 
ind that’s all we'll ever need.” 

\ frown wrinkled Fred’s forehead. “Ever 

long, long time, sweets,” he said. “It 
houldn’t take us that long te start on a 
amily ; 

Oh. some day we can start thinking 
bout that. but 

‘l figured about a year,” he cut in firmly. 
[t was my turn to show my displeasure. 
\ year!” I wailed. “It'll take that long 
o get a house and fix it up the way I'd 
ike 

Sorry, darling,” Fred said gently. “but 
itll take longer than that on my salary. 
We'll get a nice little apartment at first, or 
better yet, move in with my folks. Then 
ve'll be able to start saving right away for 
the baby.” 

| gave a shaky little laugh. “Seems to 
me there’s an awful lot of ‘baby talk’ going 
on here and frankly, darling. I ‘ain’t fer 
it’!” I took his hands in mine and tugged 
“IT may sell maternity dresses at 

but I'm certainly not ready to 
wear them! What would I look like going 
to work all poked out in front?” 
Fred protested. 


gently 


Stearns 


“Now wait a minute.” 


Q 
ou 


“you’re not going to be working once we 
get married. Oh, no!” 

“But I want to work—I need to. Don’t 
you see? It’s not only because of the 
money, I’ve got to be somebody for myself. 
not just a tail to your kite. Believe me. 
darling. we'll have more respect for each 
other.” 

Fred shook his head. “I want to come 
home to a wife with a smile on her face 
and a hot meal waiting for me. not one 
who'll walk in the door the same time I do. 
throw a TV dinner in the oven and com- 
plain about standing on her feet all day!” 

“Well! That certainly was a nice little 
speech. But let’s face it.” [ said grimly. 
“[’m not a homebody. Fred. I want our 
marriage to be different. | want my career.” 

“Raising a family and running a house 
and taking care of a husband is a career. 
too,” he said stubbornly. “Kids need 

“Kids!” I broke in angrily. “Who can 
think about kids now? We're young. Let’s 
have fun first.” 

“Children are fun. And [ want them now 
while I'm young. [ want a marriage. not 
an arrangement.” 

I bit my lip. Sareastically, [ said. “The 
next thing. I suppose you'll give me that 
old business about wearing the pants in 
the family.” 

Fred blew up. “And can you think of 
anybody else they’d look better on?” 





LOVE WILL COME AGAIN 


One by one the days go by 

And still you do not come to me. 
I sit beside the window here 

And live and dream in memory. 


{ know the day will be when you 
Will come around the corner there; 
And, knocking at my door. will 
make 
\ heaven of my heart's despair. 
—Herschel Stegar 





“I thought you were different. but you’re 
like all the others,” I shouted. “Well, you 
get this—I won’t be any man’s servant! I’m 
me—Sarah Giles—and [ stand on my own 
feet. Nobody’s going to chain me to a kitch- 
en stove!” 

Fred jumped to his feet and shouted 
right back at me. “Okay, okay. so I’m like 
all the rest. You’d be a lot better off if you 
were more like other women. too. When I 
marry, I’ll marry a woman, not a career!” 

“Then count me out. Buster!” [ stormed. 
I wanted to cry with rage and frustration 
as we stood glaring at each other. Men! 
How I hated them. They thought the whole 
world centered around them and _ they 
couldn’t stand a woman with a mind of 
her own. 

We'd been on our front porch, and | 
stormed away and left him there. I left 
my heart there. too. 


NOTHER SLEEPLESS NIGHT, this 
*™ time eating my heart out at the arro- 
gance and conceit of the whole race of 
men. I was furious at myself for allowing 
myself to think that any of them, even 
Fred. could be different. Marriage—my 
heart curled with contempt at the idea, at 
all the holy fuss people made over it. It 
wasn’t for me—at least, the ordinary kind 
of marriage wasn’t for me. 

! won’t let myself be trapped by love! 
| promised myself. 

Maybe Paul had the right idea, after all. 
1 might just as well use marriage to get 
what | wanted out of life. Why not? 

That’s what I demanded of Mom the 
next morning when she acted so shocked 
when I told her I was going to marry Paul. 
“Why shouldn’t I marry him?” [ blazed. 
“Give me one good reason!” 

“You don’t love him.” Mom exclaimed. 
“| know you don’t.” 

“So what? Did you marry for love?” 
Vom’s lips trembled and she looked away. 
“If you did, it lasted a week—if that long. 
Maybe only one night, and you’ve been 
paying for it ever since! Love—who needs 
it? I’m marrying with my head, not my 
heart! From now on, neither you nor I will 
have anything to worry about.” 

I didn’t wait to hear what answer she 
had to that—if she had any at all. Mom 
just sat there, her fingers pressing against 
her lips, mumbling, “It’s not like that. 
Baby—it’s not like you think. . . .” 

Of course, I did not try to kid myself 
that | could fall out of love with Fred as 
quickly or as easily as I’d fallen in love 
with him. But my mind was made up. | 
steeled my heart against Mom’s tears and 
my own vague doubts. 

It was hard to tell who was the happier 
over my announcement that I was ready to 
marry Paul—Paul, or his father. Eddie 
Wynn clapped his hands gleefully and 
said, “If this doesn’t make a man of that 
hoy, nothing will! A good woman can do 
more for a man than a doctor with a hag 
full of medicine.” 

Paul. too, was pleased, though in a 
quieter way. | was somewhat surprised at 
the calmness he displayed. “Of course I 
still want to marry you—whenever you 
say, Sarah,” Paul told me, tugging thought- 
fully at his ear. “But—well, I can’t help 
wondering why you changed your mind. 
Now I can’t even pretend it’s because you 
want to help me out of a jam.” 

While I didn’t tell him everything, I was 
honest enough to make it clear that our 
marriage was to be strictly a business 
arrangement as far as I was concerned. | 
realize now that I underestimated Paul. 
weak as he was. He would have had to be 
a complete idiot not to get fed up sooner or 
later. But at the time, I was still too con- 
temptuous of all men, too intent on proving 
something to Fred. Exactly what I wanted 
to prove I wasn’t quite sure, but becoming 
Mrs. Paul Wynn was part of the unformed 
plan in the back of my mind. 

Our wedding gift from Eddie was a 
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beautiful apartment in a section of town 
that had recently opened up. I picked out 
the furniture myself, and it was wonderful 
not to have to worry about price. Mom 
refused to come and live with us, and 
secretly I was glad. I wanted everything 
in the apartment to be fresh and new, with 
no connection with my former life. 

It was a beautiful apartment, all right. 
But despite all my efforts, it always seemed 
cold and empty. According to our “ar- 
rangement,” Paul and I slept in separate 
rooms. I went to work as usual, and came 
home the same time every evening, finding 
Paul always wistfully hanging around. In 
order to avoid facing the evenings alone 
together, we went out almost every night 
to movies or to a bar. 

When we returned, Paul hung hopefully 
around the living room, trying to act like 
a married man. But I always left him with 
a firm goodnight and went to my lonely 
room. I could hear him prowling restlessly 
about the house for hours afterwards. 

Once, when he was a little high, he tried 
to get romantic. “Can’t we just try, Sarah?” 
he begged, taking me in his arms. “Aren’t 
you human at all? Don’t you need affec- 
tion? We are married, you know.” 

I lay motionless in his embrace, eyeing 
him coldly. “This is the way it’s going to 
be, Paul,” I said evenly. “Unless you want 
to back out of our bargain. . .” 

“No.” he said, quickly releasing me. “I’d 
rather have you this way than not at all.” 

I don’t know how I expected Fred to 
take the news of my marriage. Maybe, 
foolish thing that I was, I thought he would 
pine for me, or perhaps would pursue me, 
even though I was another man’s wife. 
What happened was nothing so dramatic 
or exciting; it was a simple. every day in- 
cident. 

Of course, I still saw Fred occasionally 
at the store, but beyond a polite exchange 
of greetings we had nothing much to say 
to each other. I’d been hearing 
about Fred and one of the other salesgirls, 
acute girl of about 20. I confess I felt a 
twinge of jealousy. But I felt downright 
hurt, as if I’d been betrayed, when I 
learned that Fred and the girl were getting 
married. 

Well, what did you expect? I asked my- 
self, trying to be practical about it. No 
man is going to wait around for a woman 
forever. In my mental anguish, little did 
I realize that this also applied to Paul, my 
husband. 

I went home early that day and mooned 
about the empty apartment. It 
seemed so cold and empty to me. Learning 
about Fred’s coming marriage had reawak- 
ened needs in me I thought I’d never feel. I 
yearned for the touch of a man’s hand. I 
needed affection, warmth, love. I could no 
longer look away from the simple fact that 
Iwas human and a woman. My whole body 
tingled with a terrible need. I hated the 
apartment, Paul, my life—myself. 

When Paul came home and clumsily took 
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and. I angrily jerked it away. Miser- 
he shifted on his feet. “I got closer 
vou before we were married.” he 
led. 
Please. Paul!” I snapped. “Don’t start 
Not tonight.” 
lently. he went to the liquor cabinet 
poured himself a stiff drink. Then an- 
| ignored him. Finally, Paul moved 
to me. swaying unsteadily on his feet. 
out?” he demanded 


want unex- 


edly. 
What?” 
said, you want out? Wanna call it 
?” Paul asked. 
suppressed a bitter laugh. A month 
even a week ago, Paul’s offer would 
been the most welcome news in the 
Then. I might have had a chance to 
Fred back, admit to him that (’'d been 
all along, beg him to take me on any 
he wanted. 
that chance—if it had ever existed 
gone and all I had were the things 
essed—my home, the beautiful furni- 
the new car I’d picked out a few days 
e. If I gave them up too, then I’d have 
e at all. No. I couldn’t voluntarily 
p the only things left from the unholy 
1 I'd made. 
ood up and eyed Paul coldly. “No. I 
want out,” I told him. “I’m perfectly 
d with things the way they are.” 
Well, I’m not!” he blurted. 
hrugged. “Then shame on you! You'll 
your part of the bargain, just like I'll 
I turned and went into my 


T) 
mine. 


1ot bothering to lock the door. As I 
sed for bed I forced myself to think 
possessions, not the man I’d lost. I 
my dress on a chair and smiled to 
as it slid off onto the floor. Pl buy 
more if 


three new ones tomorrow 
like it! 
od up and pulled my slip over my 
| turned—and faced Paul! His eyes 
elazed look in them and he licked his 
isuously. I tried to cover myself with 
ny slip. “Get out of here!” T com- 
d. “You know you don’t belong 
elong where my wife is.” he said in 
us voice. 

I’m not your wife.” I said. backing 
from him. 

cot the paper that says you are, 


You’re drunk,” I quavered. “I’m 
¢ you to leave this room.” 
igly laugh burst from his lips. “Peo- 
ve been ordering me around all my 
ie said, advancing slowly. “My fa- 
school— wile. 


eachers at now my 


I'm just gonna see what happens 
[ say to hell with orders!” 
irched for me and managed to grab 
\s I twisted away, the slip ripped 
but there was no place for me to 
He was between me and the door. I 
! away from his outstreched hands 
he back of my legs hit the bed. My 
ickled went. Then 


and down | 


Paul was on me, clutching and clawing at 
me. his lips searching hungrily for mine. 
I fought desperately. But he soon over- 
powered me. I felt as if | would smother 
and a scream ripped from me as a stab of 
pain almost cut me in two. I don’t know 
how long the horrible nightmare lasted. 
but I was only half conscious when Paul 
finally pushed me from him and 
looking at me. a sneer twisting his lips. 
“Now you know I’m a man.” he said. “I 
married you hoping that you’d want to find 
out for yourself one day. I told myself you 
were worth waiting for.” He laughed bit- 
terly. “But you're not. Take it from me. 
baby. you’re a whole lot of nothing! You 
honest 


stood 


haven't got a decent, emotion in 
you, and [ wouldn’t touch you again if you 
were the last woman on earth!” 

“Get out get out get out!” T 
screamed hysterically. Then I collapsed on 
the bed. overcome by shame and remorse 
and a bitterness that seemed to shrivel my 


insides. I wanted to die. 


UT PEOPLE have a way of going on 
living. even after events that they are 


sure they'll never get over. I went on livin 

or rather, existing—in my own priva 
beautifully furnished hell. Paul neve 
touched me again, as he had sworn. but 
stay together in our make believe marriag 
partly from habit, partly because neithe 
of us will make the first move to chang 
things. 

[ know my husband is seeing other wog 
en. but I know I have no right to reproach 
him. Sometimes I wonder how things woy 
have turned out if I had thought mo 
about my husband than myself. if I hg 
really tried to help Paul become the may 
his father was sure he could be. Mayh 
my life would have some meaning, 
| might even have learned to love Pa 

But it’s too late now. 

But every now and then, days when [ 
see young couples walking arm in arm, 
nights when my whole being cries out for 
affection, I allow myself the luxury of hop 
ing that someday Paul will give me 
chance to be a real wife to him. Miracle 
do happen they say. And right now I'd give 
up everything I have for the miracle o 


THE END 


now 


love, 





Why ['m A Bachelor Girl—June Eckstine 


(Continued from Page 18) 


find the book from which we were practic- 
ing still lying unopened where it was when 
he left. I was amazed that the week passed 
so quickly, so I just decided to give up 
piano and stop wasting my money and the 
man’s time. 

Now I’m not taking any instructions in 
things except those which I can use right 
now. I used to buy a lot of things for my 
house. I don’t do that any more because 
I believe the house is just about right the 
way it is now. It is comfortable and livable 
and I like it very much. It would be silly 
of me to keep spending my money on the 
house when I need the loot for other things 
right now. 

Moreover. if I marry. which I will some 
day. I will move to another house. 

What advice would I give to another 
bachelor or single girl? Just this: 

Enjoy your present life. until you meet 
someone to tie the knot with, because if 
it is fun living a bachelor life. it must be 
a double order of the same, married. 

When you get married, it really doesn’t 
matter what age you are. Not these days. 
anyway. The kids these days seem to get 
married just on the spur of the moment 
without considering what the future may 
hold for them. 

Of course [’m not opposed to spur-of-the- 
moment marriages because some of them 
turn out very well indeed. But. as we all 
know, many carefully considered mar- 
riages don’t always work out, and many do. 
Then. of course. I would say. follow your 
heart as I intend doing. 

In fact. I believe there is something in 
love at first sight. It has happened (not to 


me. of course) and worked out very well 
for those concerned. I believe that love 
at first sight is based on a pre-conceived 
idea that the girl has of the type of ma 

she most desires. When she sees this ma 

talks with him for the first time, and finds 
that he lives up to what she is looking for 
in a man more than anyone else she has 
met. then it is conceivable that she may) 
fall for him, and fall rather hard. This) 
may be called love at first sight. 

But the word love which expresses @ 
very warm emotion means many things to 
many people. To me, it means compati- 
bility, understanding—understanding the 
other person more than anything else, 
really, and being tolerant, realizing that 
you, too. have faults. Tolerance is a key 
part of the love equation. Because with 
out it you are unable to sustain love. You” 
will not be able to forgive and forget. You" 
will get carried away with fussing and | 
fighting and this never solves anything.) 
It is, on the contrary, almost a sure-fire 
recipe for breaking up your love affair 
and of course, your marriage. j 

I just don’t believe in arguments. and I 
never could argue. I get upset when I have” 
to argue and nothing is accomplished) 
You've got to be tolerant and emotionally 
mature enough to sit down sensibly and 
talk things out quietly. 

But if I could leave a word of sound ad 
vice with bachelor or single girls. it would? 
be simply: enjoy yourself as a bachelor 
girl, but look forward to a married life, 
and try to make it as much fun for two as 
it was for one. 


THE END 
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